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%^t Jffitt of CatfelEEt. 



i WICKLOW STOUT. 



Im LnggelaVa deep-wooded rule 

The SQmmer ere was d)iDg ; 
On lake, imd cliff, and roc^ ajid dal* 

A lulling culm was lying ; 
Ami Tirgia Bunts and holy men 

The Tesper aong were singing, 
And Bireetlj down the rockj glen 

The veaper bell was ringing. 



Boft gloom fell fi-om the mountain's h-.va.Tj, 

tTpon die lake declining ; 
And hair in gentle shade was dreat, 

And half like ailyer shining — 
And by tbat share young Kevin gtmidfi, 

fils heart with angniah laJcn ; 
kai timid there, with wreatlied kinds, 

A fair and gentle maiden. 



And " Oh," she said, " Fve left for Hkq 

Jly own beloved bowers, 
llie Wftlfcs I trod in infancy, 

Uy father's ancient towera; 
Vn left fbr thee my natal ball, 

Where late I lived in aplendonr, 
Aud home, and friends, and fame, stitl iSi 

I jdgliQd not ts 3urraul<^ " 



EffiE EtiriB Slf ga3!:hi'ilk;s„ 




Lii^ lifftl in ^oom rcepliii. 








ijAMts DliFFv ISWeiiinctohQkyi 



6 IHK FATE OF CATULEEN. 

rviii. 

YoDBg Keyin paused — the dew fell chilL 

The donds rolled black and swelling 
Ahy no— he conld not deem it ill 

To lodge her in his dwelling ; 
For chnrls, like Nabal, deeply sin, 

And lasting pains inherit, 
And those who take the stranger b 

Hare patriarchal merit 



But oft he thought, *mid holy strains, 

Upon that lovely woman ; 
b'or, oh, the blood withm his reins 

Was warm, and yoong, and homao. 
He told his nightly beads in yam — 

Sleep never came so slowly — 
And all that night yonng Kevin's brain 

Was filled with dreams unholy. 



Hie young man rose at dawning hour, 

To chaunt his first devotion. 
And, tiptoe, then to Oathleen's bower 

He stole, in still*d emotion. 
Breathless above the maiden's foim 

He hung — and saw her sleeping *, 
Her brow was damp— her cheek was warn, 

And wore the stains of weeping. 



Bedde her couched an aged hound 

(Her Kevin's sole attendant), 
One hand his sable neck around, 
light in gloon resplendent. 



i FATE OF CATHLEEK. 



Voe dog eprnng ttp, tliDt liniul fell Jo^iii 
Aa Kevin's sigb csmo deeper ; 

lii) oroncbed bim at his naster's fi-owo. 
And never woke the sleeper. 



And icenes of calm, domestic bli^ 

On Kerin'a eonl came thronging ; 
Badearmenta soil, and smiling peace, 

And loTD, the yonng heart's loD^g. 
Why did ha sirear b youlh lo live 

For soiiitlj duties only ? 
And leave those joys that love can give. 

To lead a life so lonely ? 



Oh 1 — were he now a bridegroom gay 

Lord in his natal tower, 
And were this mom bis bridal day, 

And tbia his marriflge boww : — 
Where were the wonditms iU, he said, 

To bim, to eailh, to heaven? 
Jut than tha dreamer tamed her head, 

And mnrmmvd deep, '^y Kevin I* 



Be started, trembled, buned, bia limbs 

Shook with the andden passion ; 
Hii e^ in sndden stoistm^ awima, 

And stirs in maniac tashton ; 
A whiiiwind in iiia brooding soul 

Arose, and tossed it madly ; 
Than swift away tha storm dooda kH, 

And leave turn drooping aad^. 



^ THE FATE OF OATHL££M. 



* 

Again, that fond, impassion'd moan 

Upon her -mam lip- lingerb; 
He stoops, and twines within his own 

Those white and taper fingers. 
He bends — ah, hark I the conrent toll ) 

Another knell I another I 
They peal a reqniem to the sonl ^ 

Of a departed brother! 

XXVI* 

Up,' and away I With fi-eezing blood 

He rashes from the bower, 
And seeks the beechen solitude, 

Beside the convent tower. 
There hooded maids and cowled men 

The dirge of death were singing, 
iaid suHen down the rocky glen ■ 

The knell of death was ringing. 

Se raised to ieaven his hands and eyes, 

Lone, in the silent monung, 
Aad aaid, tim>ngfa humble tears and sig 

" I Uess thee for the wandngf 
Oft dost thou thus with sounds of airv? 

My slumbering soul awaken : 
If I forsitke thy love and law, 

Qh, let me be forsi^en I 

XXVIII. 

f'^^^^^iafit a golden crown for thoso 
Who leave earth's raptures hollow, 
And finnly still, through wiles and woo9| 
The hghfe of viitua follow. 



THE FATE OF OATBLUKK. 

Oh, be this weak heart Btill thy cbre^ 

Ite still my boqI's defender, 
And grant that crown for me maj *'eur 

No toil npoD its Epleodoar. 



" If tears, and prayera, and vigils Icaa, 

A sin like mine may covor, 
Pll weep nliilo amnmer wooda are grceiii 

And watch till time ia over. 
Bat mighty Brraonr mast I weave 

Against tiiat tempting woman ; 
J'or, oh, she baunla mo mom and evf^ 

And I am weak and hunnan." 



A ..-uunsol woke within his heart, 

\\nii!c yet the youth wa» kneellii|b 
Ii whispered to tb aool — " Depart, 

And shun the war of feeling. 
CoiiiiLgc on battle heUIs U shown 

By figliting firm and dying ; 
Bat iu the stnfo nitb Lore iJone 

The glory lies in flying," 



Bnifl as the andden wind that gmgs 

Across the sionn-rouHcd ocean ; 
Bwii\ as the silent prayer thai springia 

Up, warm, fi-oni yoimg Devotion : 
|^ifi(l as the brook, the li^t, the air, 

Aj death, timo, thought, or glwyi 
Yonng KeTtn flies that vaUoy faJTi 

TbU lake, and mouut^ hoary. 



IV THE PATE 09 CiLTUUSO:. 

xxxn. 

And fiir away, and far away, 

0*6r heath and hill he speeds hiu, 
While virtue cheers the desert gray, 

And light immortal leads him ; 
And far awaj, and far, and far 

From his accnstomed fountain, 
Till quench'd in light the morning star» 

And day was on the monntain. 

xxxin. 

In LuggelaVs deep-wooded vale 

The summer dawn was breaking, 
On lake, and cliff, and wood, and date 

light, life, and joy were waldng * 
The skylark in the ear of mom 

His shrilly fife was sounding, 
With speddod side, and mossy bora, 

The deer were up and bounding. 

xzziv. 

Young Nature now all bustlingly 

Stirs firom her nightly slumber. 
And puts those misty curtains by 

Her mighty couch that cumber ; 
And dews hang fresh on leaf and thoRif 

And o*er each eastern highland 
These golden clouds at eve and mom 

That grace our own green island. 

:oQcv. 

Light laughed the vale, gay smiled the SQU^ 
Earth's welcome glad returning, 

Like Valour come when wars are dono 
To Beauty in hat mourning. 



THJB FATE OF GATHIfEM, 

The night calm flies, the roffluig bree sj 
Sports on the glandng water, 

And gentlj imves the tangled trees 
Above the chieftam's daughter. 

XXXVI. 

like one ux pain, athwart her brow. 

One hand her hair draws tightly, 
Now fidls that glance in tears, and now 

It glinuners qnick and biightlj : 
Fmr i^ has missed her votive kve 

"WUhin his lonelj bower, 
Kor b he hi the beechen grove, 

Nor in the convent tower. 



a 



^ I id^f* she d£^ed, and bowed her head^ 

^ I fear he told me tmlj, 
Tliat sin is in tiie sunshine bred, 

And roses sprin^g newlj ; 
For dreaiy looks this bower to me. 

Even while those roses wreathe it ; 
And even that sunshine beammg free 

Hides something dark bcnea^ it 

xxxvul 

"Hiatdew^ — shepausedl What foot has boili 

Upon its earlj brightness ? 
And left a track of dcepemng green 

Across its silver whiteness ? 
She traced it by the ravell'd brake, 

And by the silent foontain. 
And o'er that lawn, and by that lakOi 

And up that hoary mountun. 



X2 THE FA7C OF CATHLIKH. 

ZXXUL 

Bat there the ^Jblestj morning 6nn 

Had dewleaa left the heather ; 
Her eye, o*er all the desert don 

No iringle tr^ce can gather. 
Yet on she went, for m her breast 

Deep pasrion fierce was bomipg — 
Passion, that brooks not pause nor rest, 

And idckens at returning. 



And far away — and fiw away — 

0*er heath and hiU she speeds her, 
While Hope lights up that desert gray, 

And loye untiring leads her. 
And far away — and far — and far 

Froip lake jmd ponvent toweri 
im diy'd in gloom day's golden car, 

And night was on the bower. 

ZLI. 

Now thrid^ng lone the ragged Scalp^ 

With wounded feet and weary : 
Now toiling oV each mmxic Alp 

Of Wl(iloVs desert dreary. 
Oh, lonely Bray, thy basing tide 

She passed at sunset mellow^ 
And Oder's lake, where far and wi4e 

Its haunted flame shone yellow. 

Night M— day rose^-s-mght fell ag^ 
And the dim day-dawn found her 

On Glendaloagh*s deep bosomed plain, 
With lake and cliff around her 



IBB FATB OF OATRtEBK. 

Thereb tired with tmvel long and Tain, 
She a&iks heside that water ; 

For toily and woe, and wasting pain 
Have worn the Chieftam's dan^ter. 

XLm. 

Tall, darkening o*er her high, Lngduff 

Gathered his lordlj for^ead. 
And sheath'd his breast in granite ronA 

Bent crag and splinter horrid. 
His helm ol* rock beat back the breexe^ 

Without a leaf to wreathe it^ 
The vassal waves rolled in to IdU 

nis mailed foot beneath it 



LI 



ZLIV% 

Sndden, with jojons velp and bound, 

A dog comes swifuj bj her ; 
She knows — she knows diat aged hotmdy 

And he she loves is nigh her I 
The warden flies — she fofiows swift— 

The dangerous footway keeping, 
Till, deep within the jagged dift, 

She found her Kevin sleeping. 

ZLV. 

^tii hkir tossed out and hands dendi'd ttg(b2f 

^e rugged granite hug^^ng^ 
like those who with the Hag of Night 

For voice and breath are tug^g 
For, oh, be had a horrid dreiain, 

And'eveiy nerve has felt it; 
And ruin was the gloomj them^ 

\3id Caliileen's hand had dealt It 



H THE FATE OF CATHLlS>a(. 

XLVI. 

lie dreamed that at the golden gate 

Of heaven, flung wide and gleamiiigi 
He heard soft mnsic as he sate, 

And saw bright pinions beanung ; 
Millions of sainted shapes he saw. 

In light and fragrance ran^ng, 
And calm delight, and holy awe, 

lo speaking looks exchanging. 

XLVU. 

He strove to Join that angel band ; 

But, in the porch before him, 
With mocking eye and warning hand. 

Cathleen stood glooming o*er him , 
Stio thmst him from the sainted crow J, 

The gates rang danging aftef. 
And on his car came, long and lend 

A peal of fearful laughter. 

Again it opes, again he tries 

To join that glorious vision ; 
Again, Trith lifted hands and eyes, 

Deep fixed in keen derision^ 
That minion of the burning deep 

Stands wrapt in j^oom before him^ 
Up springs he from his broken sleep, 

And sees her trembling o*er hnn I 

zux. 

Vengeance !" he yelled, and backward toss'd 
His arms, and muttered wildly : 

The frighted maid her forehead crossed, 
And dropped beforo him mildly. 



ISB VATE or CA-niLEEH. 

Oh, slAy me not^Ob, Kevin, spare 
The life ihj Lord has given I" 

3e paused, snd fixed his borron atero 
Upcu the brightening beaveo. 



Cathleen," lie righed, " that timely word 

Has left my hands nnbloody ; 
But see, the early morning bird 

Sings in ttis sonshine mddy ; 
Before that mktin strt^ be o'er 

Fiy far, and bate and fear me; 
^'or Death b on this glootnj sboni^ 

And "'it'liWM hBimting near me." 



tTith clenched teeth, and painfol smile 

{LoTt^t lut despairing token), 
Bhe flung her innt aroond Eiim, while 

Her heart beat thick and broken. 
She clasp'd Um as she would hare grown 

Into his breast for erer : 
Then fixed her gaze open his own, 

And sternly vhispered — " Nover I" 



Ag^ again 1 thou maJdiag di-eams 

Upon his soul awuken, 
The fiend athwart hia oyo-ball swims— 

Those golden gates are shaken I 
Again he hears that ringing mock 

The Tision'd stiilnOBs breaking, 
^d hnrlg the mddnn &om the rock 

Into the black lake, shrieking. 



16 THB FATS OV CAVUUAIOi. 

Liii. 

. Down gazed be, ireiizied, on the tid 

Catiueen I How comes he lonely ? 
Why has she left her Kevui's side 

That lived for Kevin only ? 
What mean those circles in the lake 

When not a wind is breathing ? 
What babbles on the stlrface break ? 

What homd foam is wteatTitng? 

Oh, never more— Oh, nevleJf more, 

By lake or convent towet. 
Shall poor Oathleen cohie, dboid, o'er 

To hannt his evening bower ; 
Oh, never more shall that yonng eye 

Bnam on his prayer ai&l brefJs it, 
And never shall that fond iuiarf s sigh 

Thrill to his own and wake it 

LV. 

Tho fiend that mocks at human woej 

Frowned at that maniac minnte. 
For well the baffled demon knows 

The hand of heaven was in it 
Oh, tempted at that saintly height. 

If they to earth sunk lowly. 
She D0*er had been an angel blight, 

JTcw he a victor holy I 

Ayi they are in their bowers of rest| 
With light immortal round them ; 

Tot pensive heaves the pitying breaal 
To (liink how soon it found &as2. 



nx BBIDAL OJ KALAmDHL 

Tbe lark ne'er wakes the ruddy mooi 
AboiTO that gloomy water, 

Where sadden died, and passion lom, 
O&thleen, the Chieftain's daughter. 



17 



fl^t %tM 0f ^alapi. 



AN iBISH LEGEND. 



Ths joj'beDs are rin^g 

In gay Malahide, 
The fresh wind is singing 

Along the sea-side ; 
The maids are assembling 

With garlands of flowers, 
And the harpstrings are treiubliiLg 

In an the glad bowers. 



n. 

Swell, swell the gay measure! 

Boll trumpet and drum / 
Ifid greetinga of pleasure 

In fiplendDur they come I 
The chancel is ready, 

The porCal stands wide 
Vqt the lord and the lady, 

ltd brllegroom and faride. 



THB BBIDAL OF MATiAHTDB 

m. 

What years, ere the latter^ 

Of earOilj deti^^t 
The future shall scatter 

O'er them in its flight! 
What blissM caresses 

Shall Fortune bestow^ 
£re those dark-flowing tresses 

Fall white as the snowl 

IV. 

Before the high a3tar 

Young Maud stands array'd 
With accents that &lter 

Her promise is made*— 
From father and mother 

For ever to part, 
For him and no other 

To treasure her heart 

▼. 

The words are repeatedi 

The bridal is done, 
Hie rite is completed-— 

The two, they aie one 
Tlie TOW, it is spoken 

AH pore from the heact| 
That must not be broikai 

TlQ life shall depart 

VI. 

Barkl ^xili the gay daagQur 
That compassed thdr oUf 

Xioad scoents, in aogasv 
Ocime minj^iiag aftr I 



iiui miin.lL or uaujude. 

ITio foe's on the bonier, 
His weapona resoiiud 

MTiere tLa lines in disc.tia? 
Unguarcled are fomiiL 



ia wakes the good shepherd, 

The wiitehfiil and bold, 
When the onnco or the leopard 

la acen in Ihe fold ; 
So rises alrefuly 

The eliief in his mail. 
While tho now-man'ied !adj 

Looks feinting and pale. 



"Son, hnsband, and brother, 

Ai-iso to the strife, 
, For sisfer and mother, 
For children and wife I 
O'er hill and o'er hollow, 

O'er monntain and plaiii, 

Up, true men, and follow I— 

Let dastards remain 1" 



Farrah 1 to tho battle I 

They form into line— 
The Bluelda, how thej rr.ttle 

Yhe apears how the/ sbioe' 
Soon, soon shall the foeman 

His treachery rue — 
On, burgher and j'eoniui, 

To die, or to do t 



g) THI BRIDAL OF KLVLABIDa 

X. 

Tlie eye is dedining 

In lone Malahide, 
The maidens ai-e twining 

Gay wreatha for the biide ; 
She marks them unheeding — 

Her heart is afar, 
Where the clansmen aro Ueedm^ 

For her in the war. 

Hark I lend fi-om the inoontaiu, 

lis Victor/s cry ! 
O'er woodland and fountain 

It lings to the sky 1 
The foe has retreated t 

He flies to the shore ; 
The spoiler's defeated*- 

The combat is o*er I 

With foreheads unroj^ed 

The conquerors come- 
Bat why have they muffled 

The lance and the dmiu ? 
What form do they carry 

Aloft on his shield ? 
/Vnd where does ho tarry 

The lord of the field ? 

xm. 

Ye fl&v him at morning^ 
How galLmt and gay 

In bridal adorning, 
l^ieg^sroftheday: 



Kow waep for the lover — 
ITiR trIuDiph U apei], 

Ilia hoj'M it la over I 
'l%e cLicf^n is dead 1 



But, uh, Tor tho maiden 

Who monms for that ohbiC, 
Wlih heart OTerladen 

And rending with griof I 
Bhe Emks on the mcadow'-* 

In one movning-tido, 
A wife and a widoir, 

Amaid and a bridi^ I 



i'e maidens attending, 

Forbear to condole 1 
Yonr comfort is rending 

Tlio depths of her sooL 
True — true, 'twas a etory 

For ages of pride ; 
Ho (lied in Ids glory — 

But, oil, he has died t 



The war cloak she raisoa 

All monmfully now, 
And steadfastly ga^es 

Upon the cold brow, 
lluil gknce may for ever 

Unaltor-d romau], 
3-ii Ibo bridcgToom •mil tXNK 

Helarn it ajjnlii. 



22 TUJB BIUD.VL OF ilAUMJDZ. 

XVII. 

The dead-bells are toILLog 

In sad Malahide, 
The death -wail is rolling 

Along Die sea-side ; 
The ci'owds, heavy hearted, 

Withdraw from llio green, 
For the sun has departed 

That brighten'd the soeiie I 

xvin. 

Ev*n yet in that valley, 

Thongh years have rolled by 
When through the wild sally 

The sea breezes sigb^ 
The peasant, mth.sorrowi 

Bdiolds in the shade, 
The tomb where the morroiir 

Saw Hussy convey'd. 

How scant was the warning, 

Ho?/ briefly reveal'd, 
Before on that morning 

Death's chalice was iill'd [ 
The hero who drunk it 

'lliere moulders m gloonii 
And the form of Maud Plunkct; 

"vVeops over his tomb. 

iOC. 

'Hie str&nger v^bo wanders 
Along Uie Lone vale, 

StiH sighs while he pondecs 
On that heavy tale : 
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" Thus passea euh pleasors 
rhat e«rth can supply — 

Thus joy lias its measum— 
Ws Utb but to die I" 



Stwtfli Castlt. 



Ox Shauoon nde the day Is closing fair, 

"nie kem mts musing by Iiis siudiiig* low, 
And marka, beyond the lonely liUls of Clare, 

Bine, rinun'd with gold, the cloada of aanaet glow. 

Hush in that am the wide epread waten dow, 
Betaming warm the day's departiiig smile ; 

Along the sumy lughlaud pacing slow, 
The kejriaghtt lingors with hia herd the while, 
And bdli are tollmg faint £:om far Sunt Knou's iale.} 

■ Hat 

t The JTiirnafU in mnident Ireland ww h kind of nndsiina ibsp- 
bard, or berdunui. It nonld appear, fioia their beioa probibllod bj 
UiB EilkODn; OeoeiBl ABsemlily gf Canfsderale CstSalics, tbtt Uw 
tmnbor of pftraona flho pureaad thia raving, pastoral life, moat baT9 
bMO «t oos tims ODnBldenbld. 

t ITiR luidiEipsB. oD.a enlia and aoiia; eieniiig, pteaeot a acens ol 
nnet and aalsmn beaut; oiceeding that of the little istunrl r>f Scutlerr, 
jr IniBcatba, near the uanib of Ibe Shannon, with iu loftj roood 
(oww, and Uia rnina of ita nanierons ohnrchcs, said to have been 
±audti bj St. SiuoQ or Senanua, una of the briglileat orosmonu u. 
Ou inaiHIt Iiiah ohnrab. Th» pcuantr; gtill point oat the lamb it 
fb» idnt, ■bout Ibe obdIt* of the ttlet, md, as u»j b» Jndgtd, Ihr 
rim ti not irithnnt iti abare of logtndwy nuadoH>> 
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n. 

Ob, btred shorel with softest memories twined 
S^noet ML the smmaer on thy margin fair I 

And peace come whisperhig, like a morning vrind 
Dear thoughts of love to eveiy bosom there f 
The horrid wreck and driving storm forbear 

Tbj smiling strand — ^nor oft the accents swell 
Along thj hUls of grief or heart-wnmg eare ; 

Bui beay^ look down npon each lowlj dell, 

And bless thee for the jojs I yet remember well f 

m. 

Upon that spot where Gorgrig's* lofty tower 
A lengthened shadow casts along the greesy 

The lord of Shanid summons all IAb power ; 
And knight and galloglas and kern are seen. 
Marking the targe with arrow barbed keen, 

And jarelhi light, and musket ringmg loud. 
Wide flies each shot, and still, throughout the saeuey 

Low smother'd laughter shakes the merry crowd, 

And OB the chieftain's brow dark looms the angiy oload. 

IV. 

m 

Apart from these, upon a rMng hiO, 

Where yeQow ftirae and hazel scent the braeK^ 

An aged woman sat in posture still| 
With tragic forehead bendmg to lier knees. 

• The Castla of Coxgrig, one of tho JOMnj fortresMS aloug the 
Qiannon side, dependant on the Earls of Desmond, wai tekea bj iftir 
tovoni of the Lord President Carew.in the reign of E]i|^)«lh, ata 
a lii^ of two daya. The fragments of the wall, tm vltiUe, ahav ft 
to hate been onoe e place of considerable strength 
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?be jdns not in the laughter when Bho sees 
By some dbw band tho harmless musket plied ; 

Or when some eje imskill'd the aiTOw freea, 
Or whirling sling iu burthen scatters wide ; 
" Alfls! the Ijmea are changed in Desmond nowl" sli« 



>* It iras not tbos in Deamond's happier day, 

When young Fitz-Gcrald held these princely borftl 
AImi, that I ahoold live to weep and say 

A low-bom vassal rules my chieftain's tow'rs. 

Oh, come again, ye woll-remember'd hours, 
When he, lored relic of a kingly line, 

Review'd on yonder plain his glittering pow'ra, 
And many a loving glance was bent ou thine ; 
knight without reproach I atmless GeraldJno !"• 

■ Muler SUDlharBl, one of the qoilnteit and most loqaBeioai an 
OoiitieB in HoliagBheJ, faTourn Ha witb the follu»ing nqcoaat of tha 
nmBrkable runil; or the Ueraldines or Fitz-GeriJds, in Wia "Descrip- 
Hod of Iialaod." 

" TMa home waa of Ibe uobllitie oF Horenco, came from thonce 
into NormiDdie, and so witli tb e aniiient Earle Strongbow, Im kiniiuin, 
whose arms lie glreth, into Wales, neare of bloud to Rice np ariMo, 
prince of Wolea. by Neala, IbB mother of Maiirioe Fiii-Qerald and 
EkitHrt FitE-Stepbans, nlth the said Earle Maorice Fiti-Qeraid ro- 
noTed into Ireland in the jeara llflB. Tbo corrupt orlbcigispble ibal 
jiiene nse in vritingtliis name, dothiacorporate it to hoOBeB tbereto 
linked in no kinred, uid conseijuentlia blemiahetb wortbie eiploita 
■UbieveJ aa well in England and Ireland, Ds in forren coootrioa and 
■ ■ ■ " ■■ I GeroM, •-.-■. 



rnpUie Qen 



irald. But 



a IIAlUti 



isie tppeir both bj Qiraldas Ciunbretisla, B 
luDrB uiBi moke mention of tha familis. Aa for Oerroi, ii umemn 
t from Uimld ; jet there be aome in Ireland that mirae, and ynita 
!m«elre» Geirols, notwilft standing thej Ijo GiraldlnB, wbertof 
rene gontlemeii aceinMeeth. Bat tliers ia n aept of the O«IT0t» 
Iratarid, and thsf tseme, foieootli, h; threatening kiudaeiae and 
..!_:, _. .i. . "—Idins, to fetch their petit degrees (torn Ifuil 
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VI. 

And Is not he our lord who stands below?" 
A fair-haii'^d stripling ask'd, with accent mi]^ 
♦* Son of my heart,*' the matron answered, " No I 
Shame on the chnrl I a wretched harper's chikr 
Oh I never joy on altered Desmond smiled, 

Since he by treason did these towers obtain ; 
And thongh they bend before that breast defiled| 

A spectral loyalty what heart can chain ? 

Their love is yet with Desmond far beyond the main,'' 

vn. 

^< How lost the Geraldine his toVrs and lands ?*' 
*' Long time the leagaer closed his castle walls ; 
.\t length, with proffered peace, a knightly band 

At momiDg songht him in Ids lordly halls. 

' Desmond, the queen her menaced wrath recalls, 
Receive her grace and yield.' With Icity brow, 

' Within these toVrs the Desmond stands or fiiDs. 
A boy,' he said, ' may trust a woman's vow ; 
But I am old in war — ^my lip is bearded now.' 



•neeston, bnt they are so neere of blond one to the other, that two 
bushels (^beanes would soantlie connt their degrees. Another reasoa 
^hy diTerse strange hooses have been shuffled in among this familie, 
was, for that snndrie gentlemen at the christening of their chlldr«a 
woald have them named Giralds, and yet their surnames wore of 
other houses ; and if, after it happened that Qirald had issue Thomas, 
John, Robert, or such like, they would then beare the name of Qirald, 
as Thomas Fitz-Glrald, and thos, taking the name of their ancestors 
for their surname, within two or three descents they shooTe themselret 
among the kindred of the Gir^dins. This is a general fault in Ir» 
land and Wales, and a gmat confusion and extinguishment of honsetr' 
The Fitz-Geralds were amongst the earlier settlers in Ireland^ 
John Fitz-Girald was created Earl of Kildare in 1315 Maurice 
Bitz-Thomas (a Giraldine), Earl of Desmond in 1<UK). 
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" Tbey part. AgtuD, fi-om each SDironnduig height, 

Thnnder'd the lond artillery on the toVr ; 
And all that day, and all that fearfbl night, 

Thick fell as hail the mnsketa' deadly ahowV. 

Where now the snnbeams light e«ch pcacefiil floirei 
Spring daisj sweet, and opening marigold, 

Thon might's! have seen the honid war-cloud tour, 
Till aettliiig dark, in gnlph'rona volume roll'd, 
Jt capp'il in aableat glu:,ai the Desmond's lofty hold. 



" Thou know'st where high in Shanagolden vale, 
The hill of Bhanid views the plaina around; 

A Bolitaiy cone it meela the gale, 

Like wnrrior helni'd «ith threat'ning turret crown'd, 
Steep tapering npwai'd from the rushy ground, 

A stately peak it stands : — a footway, known 

To few save Desmond, tow'rd the summit woond, 

'Mid tangled sally, crag, and mossy stone, - 

By Desmond form'd for need, by Deanioud used ilone. 



" It chanced that night, when aommer'a crescent diu:. 

On tow'r and steep a silver paleness cast, 
I maik'd a figure in the tintlesa beam 

Along that secret path descending fast ; 

It g^ns the outer ward — the bridge is past, 
And now that form is lost in Tfiponrs dun. 

And now the warder hlew his latest blast, 
And all were tonstcr'd in the court but one. 
The sami who rules it now— the harpor'fi traitor Hon, 
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" Yet never came suspicion on my mind ; 

Calm fell as wont on eveiy wearied breast 
Within th' embattled fortress safb redined, 

Nighf 8 holy panse of sweet oblivions rest, 

War lost awhile his sonl-devonring zest 
Hush*d was the hoarse artillery's angry roar ; 

The haughty leaguer shared the influence blest. 
There clamour 'woke the peopled tents no more, 
But stillness sank serene on camp, and toVr, and ahoso- 

xn. 

^^ ' 6hanid-a-bo I* there's treason in the hold 1' 
At midnight rose the cry within our halls. 

^ Shanid-a-bo I the Geraldine is sold I 

The English banner scoffs our armed waiU I' 
Too late — ^too hite the startled warder call»— 

A host resistless fiU'd the captured toVr; 
life after life in fruitless contest falUu 

The Grenddine surrendered land and poVr — 

All lost btt life and fame in that accursed hour. 



^* I heard the din upon my darkling bed, 

And to my kdy flew in speeches fear ; 
While swell'd within the hold the tumult dread 

Of clattering brand, and targe, and crackling spean 

Ne'er may again such sounds assail mine ear ! 
The crash of broken blade, the shout, the moan, 

Menace and pra/r unheard, came mingling near ; 
And rallying call and conquest thundering on, 
And the bhwphemer's oath with warrior's parting groaar'^ 

flhanld-tt-bo ! tfie war-cry of the EarU of DMinond* 
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3crv 

•^ We had a lady then ?" the striplmg said. 

A moment pansed the matron in her tale, 
And, resting on the hand her aged head, 

Bnrst from her inmost sonl ti^e sadden waiL 

That question did her veiy heart assail, 
7or Desmond's countess had to her been kind, 

When qncen-like once she ruled that lovely vale; 
And all her goodness msh'd upon her mind 
Ere her sweet soul had left this weary world behfaid< 



XV. 



Poor soul I affection was her little world, 

And natural love the kingdom where she reign'd ; 

But there had death with ruthless hand unfurPd 
His ens^ black, with many a heart's blood stain'd, 
Of all she loved this youth alone remain'd. 

Forbear to ask, why spared such keen distress, 
Bad hearts rejoiced while hers was inly pain'd. 

Let sweet religion meet each dubious guess, 

God stiU severely tries the hearts he means to bless. 



XVL 

^< We had a lady then,^ the matron said — 

'* Go ask the widow shivering at the gate, 
Or orphan weeping in his lowly shed. 

How Desmond's countess filled her high estate. 

Not hers the soul with selfish pride elate, 
Her tender heart with other's grief was riv'n ; 

Thesre grace divine and secret virtue sate. 
Her heart was shared between her lord and heav'% 
And snrelv to her Grod the larger part was given. 



ii 
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XVIL 

^ God help onr slothfol souls r the speaker 8i|^'^ . 

And clasped her hands, and shook the aged boftd $ 
*^ She was to ns a lesson and a guide, 

For holiest light in all her works was shed, 
TVith connsel sweet she cheered the snfferer's bed ; 
With gentlest hand she dried the mourner's tear, 

For all her powV relieved — ^her bonntj fed, 
Dnlj each mom arose her pra/r sincere, 
. And, for her Saviour's sake, her very foes were dear 

xvm. 

^ But she shall bless our earthlj ejes no more ; 

Sweet is her sleep in jonder abbej graj, 
Where 'mid the summer dews descending hoar, 

The lonely redbreast sings his evening lay. 

There still our kerne their secret offerings pay, 
At solemn feast retired or Angil lone ; 

For there with that same moon's dediuing ray. 
Hie wretched Desmond rear'd her funeral stone. 
And poured above her grave a widoVd husband^ 
moan." 

SIX. 

She ceased — and beading low her aged head. 
With paly brow upon her hand reclined ; 

Whfle memory woke each thought of rapture fled. 
With rocking motion soothed her angnish'd min6 
Say Muse (for thou canst all the chain unwind 

Of liii'd events by Birtory's finger wove), 
How sped the Desmond in that tmnult blind, 

Hemm'd in by adverse spears, a bristling grove, 

VThere point with, point enlaced in fell discnssioiL st*nvOi 
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XX. 

Pale on the midiught floor the CountesB 8tan(^ 

When hark I the Desmond bnrsts the chamber door 
Like warning sprite with wide extended hands, 

And seared gaze, and armonr stained with gore. 

*' Betrayed 1 the tow^ Is lost, and all is o'er I 
Fair dreams of independence ruling free ; 

Thon heai'st the victor Saxon's gathering roar, 
Oonntiy and home and lands are lost to me, 
And nothing now remains,'' he said, "bntlife and iSk^ 

XXI. 

Short time for speedtL One Tigorons arm he would 

Aroimd the trembling lady's loyelj frame . 
loghtlj he raised her firom llie stony gronnd^ 

High flash'd his reeking blade like meteor flame. 

Resistless on the straggling press he came^ 
Back frt>m his path liie wealding commons reel. 

Some held their swords aloof in generons shame, 
Who dared to thwart him med his mffian*zeal, 
For stem was the rebuke of Ihat avenging steed. 



I 



on the hero drovd— oh, wondroos nglit I 

Oh, fearfiil beanty of the warrior's ire I 
Bnth hannts his downward track and wild affiight, 

Shriek, yell, and groatf confess'd his presence &«. 

Indi after inch the Vilder^d foe retire ; 
Tet^ cool amid llie dying and the dead. 

With stilly rage he wronght and gorem'd fira, 
Umioyed as who the peaceM rinky tread, 
More like an angel sent to wreak heayeii*8 vengeance 

dread. ■' 
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xxin. 

Bon of the Geraldine,* renown'd in song I 

To that bold-mettled race, resolyed and bi^^ 
Alone Buch giant might of arm belong, 

And pmpose nndismaj'd of nerve and eje. 

Fly I loved son of sires beloved — flj 1 
Thj foes are gath'ring close in flank and I'ear ; 

Thick press'd the living fenoe-^x)rk circling nigh, 
T^th rattiing brand and targe and level spear, 
ffip, knee, aivi shoidderjoin'd, and gnashed teeth ftasteraw 

* Many amusing anecdotes are related in Holingshed, illnatxatiTe ot 
She eharacter of this distinguislied family. 

** KUdare was open and plaine, hardlie able to role himself wliea 
ht were moyed to anger, not so sharpe as short, being easily displeased 
and sooner appeased. Being in a rage with oertaiue cf his servants 
in fonlts they committed, one of his horssemen offered Master Boioe 
(i gentleman that retained to him) an Irish hobbie, on couditione 
Chat he would plncke an haire firom the earle his heard. Boice^ 
tridng the proffer at rebonnd, stept to the earle (with whw&e good 
oatoje he was thoronghly acquainted), parching in the heat of his 
dholer, and said : * So it is, and if it like yonr good lordship, one of 
yonr horssemen promised me a choice horsse if I snip one hair from 
yonr beard.' ' WqUi ' qaoth the Earl, * I agree thereto ; bat if thoa plaek 
anie more than one, 1 promise tbee to bring my fist from thine eare.* 

*' The branch of this good nature hath been deriyed trom him to an 
earle of his posteritie, who, being in a chafe, for the wrong saaoing of 
a partridge, arose suddenly from the table, meaning to have reasoned 
the matter with his oooke. Having entered the kitchen, drowning in 
oblivion his challenge, he began to commend the building of the 
roome, wherein he was at no time beforej and so leaving the oooke 
uncontrolled, he returned to his guests merrilie. . . . 

*' In his warres, he (the former Kildare) used for policie a retehlMM 
kind of diligence or a headie carelessnesse, to the end his souldiers 
should not faint in their attempta, were the enemie of never so great 
power. Being generall in the field of Enooktow, cue of the earle his 
captains presented him a band of kerns even as they were ready to 
{ome battele, and withal demanded of the earle in what service he 
wonld have them imploied I Quoth he, * Let them stand by and giva 
lis the gue.' Such was his courage that, notwithstanding lus enemlss 
wars two to one, yet would he set so good a fkce on the matter, as Us 
(MQldiMa should not onoe suspeot that he either needed or longed (ioff 
SKis Airtbsr hslpa." 
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XXIV. 

Onwaitl the bora <iro\nB — ci-ash targe Mid helm ) 

Gnuah shield and mail beneath his aeddn feU ; 
Ea<(^ blow a snl^eet gamed to death's bla^ realm \ 

Each hoQow-sonndiiig stroke a hero's knell ; 

Each glimmer of the blade a sdid's farew^. 
E^ght on his goiy pathway still he hew'd ; 

Ah, mlliless War^ thjr woes what tongne shall idlS 
Three paces from the rampart jet he stood, 
AAA tl^e three jiaces cost a lake of Christian bk>od. 



sxv, 

Unwearied jet) he sees th' assailants yield — 

The rampart's gained. High on the wall he stands, 

A. moment gazed vipon. the distant field, 

Where si^el^r-seem'd to smile with beck'nlng bauds 
BeneaHi him still he riews tiie stmgglihg bands^ 

W}»re deaA thait night a plenteotts hftrtei^t teap'd, 
WiHk destrasnte riioiit^ amid the dutteniig IxrandiB, 

EEarsh echoing rimlds and csm^e spd3 hl^ he&p'd — 

fta watcd hk fcrrf blade, and froth the I'ahipart leapU 



XKVI 

As when itaex wat^WiOm etiff t)f fat- EiBcee, 
'Hme-lodMI'd frdti ffM ittfmeniorial hold, 

Some ponderooi ftt^^ht Uokis tiie b()Oiiiifig sea, 
Sown th6 bla^ ]lte^p %!^ tiiitiidaing impulisl^s roll'd» 
80 ftitrii diM^hdbi^ tjdine liie Tf^^atti Md, 

3o shnmk ^Mmd, i^^iUst, fh' IdEEiighted fo^, 
80 Iflteftidd JCCoilM Vii^ ^^ciUn. )SiQ '^tf tbi(5tild. 

Beneath his bniHliign b6lY*d^ tie chteMn roi^e, 

$6 foftring rengeaneie Vfid rh mortal cfombat cioie. 

u 
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xxvn. 

So from thy *ofty wall, sea-girt Tyrel 

In mailed panoply descending bright, 
Like latmched bolt of heaven's electric fire, 

The son of Ammon left that dizzy height, 

Scattering arotmd dismay and pale affii^t. 
Strong in the might of his heroic mind. 

For glory he, and poVr ; bnt for the ri^t, 
And dear connubial loye, did Desmond wind 
His way that night *mid many a biting point imkiiid* 

xxvm. 

Still dark upon his path the fi)6men swarm, 
With risbg anger fierce and wrathfbl brow^ 

He stirs his giant strength with combat wann, 

And shakes his crest—and, Vare the DesnKmd nawl 
As parts the surge before some warrior prow, 

When windward bound 'gainst waye and storm she steersf 
Or stubborn bawn before the rending plough : 

So yield beneatli his sway the crashing spears. 

And down the hill he droye *mid yells and fruitless tears. 



Who now shflH eross the Desmond? Calm no move 
Tho war-soil stream'd beneath his matted hair : 

Sullied with clotted dust and minted gore. 
Foams the dragg'd lip— the starting eye-balls gUuu 
Uke maniac roused, he drives the withering shaie 

With desperate fary wild — around — beneath, 
Nor measured ire nor goyem'd heat was ther^— 

At every blow a heart's blood stain'd the heath ; 

The veiy wind they cast seemed rife with pain and deatll 
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31gbt! Desmond, figlitl ho piiuia — c.icii qniv'ring Umfc 
Instinct witli rage high iivoiight, nuil breathing (loom. 

Uke mower toiliag iu midsummer bemn, 

Or smith at anvil boiT'i iritli brow of gloom 
Ont bmat nt once, as &odi volc&nio womb, 

lie pent up fiuy atln-'d tr conteet dire, 

Bo chafes tLe downward (lood with whitening Bpnmu 

Bo drires o'er Rutumc bcalh the scorching ire, 

Wmd-borae resistless on, of fast ci 



Right on the hero droye like northern stni-ni, 

And paaa'd ttie bridge and gain'd the ninonlit plain, 
StfU clasp'd with instinct dear thnt prcdiifts form ; 

Bnt v(un hia valorous toil, hie fondness vain. 

Thick roand hia pathway hnri'd, na winter rain, 
Bow, Bling, and gnn, their mnnlorous dcath-show'r sped— 

That shriek I oh, who shiJl (ell the Deataond'a pain ? 
It is, it is her life-stream bnbb&ng red ; 
And " hnsband, lay me down," ths wounded Iftdy said. 



Bool-pierdng sight I with angoieh'd heart a^iaat, 

Upon ft bonk beside the lonely wave, 
Qentiy he stannch'd the hearths blood, Issning fast, 

And pray'd high heav'n her gentle sonl to save. 

Sigh nftcr sigh the womided Conntesa gave, 
A year of life with every parting breath, 

Stretch'd in the nerveless posture of the grave , 
Spent she Ilea upon the gory heath, 
And acts in those sweet eyes the whitening glare of ilcoti; 
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xxxiir. 

With grief impatient, on the darkling lea, 
llie wretched chieftain cast his useless blade. 
^ Ye woman-elajing hinds, whj spared ye me ? 
And why is Desmond here, nnhurii^ he said. 
<< My life I mj lote t seel Desmond gnards thj haauLt 
Look np and uyie 1** hd sigh'd in accents mild. 

Silent she hears — speech, sense, and motion fled. 
He raised his clenched hands with action wild, 
And lifted np his yoice, and wept like infant diild. 

XXXIV. 

Yes, Desmond wept, he who alone had gazed 
That night tmmoyed on all that hostile band ; 

Btirr'd hj th* nnwonted sonnd, thd Countess raised 
Her dying frame, and pressed his sncconring handf 
And *' Comfort ^ee,** she dgh*d in whisper bland } 
^ Comfort thee, Desmond I all that ralonr conid 

To-night thine arm hath wninght for tow^r and lani- 

He who for ns hath i^hed liis sa^ng blood, 

Felt, too, tha Intter pangs of man'ii higratitnde.** 



^^ Ourst be the traitor T— " Hold, my htttband. holdl 

Nor let the last — ^last wotds my sonl shall heal* 
From those kind lips before Hs dense id cold, 

With vengefhl ineaning fright my dying car. 

Farewell ! thou hast to me been true aiid dear. 
So BO to heaVn when I am lowly l^d ; 

Let me not need the Christianas wonted bier. 
Nor narrow tomb within the hallow'd shade, 
Aod be above my i»rave the reqmiem duly said.** 
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XZXVT 

She saidf and folded faer sweet ha*j.dfi In pra3r'r| 

While reyerent eate apart the sorrowing chief. 
To resignation changed his hearts despair, 
Close pent within his breast the stiflmg grie£ 
Slow came and leaden-paced Death's cold relief; 
Fsdnt in her bosom ebbs the wasting tide. 
" Receive mj stained sonl I" she mm-mored brief^ 
^ Thon who for sinfol man in torment ^ed ;" 
And forth with that last pra/r her gentle sonl she sighed* 

xxxvn. 

With rending heart the chieftain saw her die — 

Awhile he knelt beside the lifeless day ; 
Then with the silver w^ye, that mnrmu^d by, 

He washed with care that gory bqSI away, 

That dark npon the paly {^tm*es lay. 
And rais'd his monmfril bnrthen from the ground, 

And up the stream pursued his weary way. 
Where, buried deep in listening woods profound. 
Yon aged abbey casts its sacred shade around« 



xxxym. 

Sad burthen boVd the chief I — ^iess ponderous far 

Her living weight, or that which once of yore 
From the last scene of Ilium's mighty war. 

The pious prince with filial anguish bore. 

Far distant, on some safe sequestered shorey 
He yet might watch beside his rescued sire ; 

But she shall grace the Desmond's board uo uiore^ 
No more shall cheer his lonely evening fire, 
Nor, Avith peratwsion soft, dLsami his hous^ld ire. 
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XXXIX. 



Slant on hIb path tbo westward moonbeam ebotie, 

When, Btill beneath his dismal burthen bow'd, 
He reach'd the abbey, scareen'd in woodland lone 

Of pines and waving yew, a sombre shroud. 

'< Open jour gates P the midnight summons loud 
liang mournful through the cloisters' echoing halls. 

" The liarbour to Uie harbom*less allow'd. 
Your houseless ruler seeks within your walls ; 
Open your holy gates 1 — ^'tis Desmond's lord that 



Wide gaped the convent door, revolving slow : 

The abbot knows those noble accents well. 
What words can paint the old man's speeclilcss woe, 

When on that group his wildering glances fell. 

" Father 1 behold the wreck unspeakable 
Of what was late my bosom's earthly peai-1 ! 

The poorest monk, within his convent cell, 
Who shuns the rage of life's tempestuous whii-l, 
Holds more of wealth to-night than Desmond's mightJF 
earl" 

Slow rose the requiem fi'oia tlie midnight choir ; 

By haste compell'd, the friendly brethi-en lay. 
Ere kindled from yon hills the eastern fire. 

In its low house, that piece of lifeless clay. 

rhe widow'd chieftain mark'd the opening day, 
And tum'd him from the holy solitude. 

Westward again he held his venturous way, 
Hy glen untrod, and swamp, and darkling wood, 
Uwconquer'd at the heart — ^in spirit imsubdued. 



isnns oiffrLU. 



TvolTfl years h&Te passed smce thoD, nor if he dwdls 

la Hfe or death Us soirowing vassala know ; 

Tfaej pud tha tniWr vith Us toff'ra and dells, 

Bnt lore nor right viib stToag posseanon go— 

Th^ hearts are sdll wiOi DeEmond in his woe, 

Unchanged as when thej saw tlieir chJalliun stand 

On yonder ehore, at moonlight, lingering alow. 

" J'srewell r he criecl, and wrung each eager hand, 

"Farewell, mj feithfiil fiieitdal farewell, my native landT 



Twelve years have paas'd — and tyranny since then 

With iron band upon the vale hath preae'tl ; 
Hie roofless cot witMu tha fertile glen, 

The hlacken'd scar npon the mountain's breast. 

ITie nsnrper'B conscience-hannted rdgn attest 
Bt^ now, secnre amid hia archer trmn. 

Els eye betraya hia boeom's deep nnrest ; 
With doabtM scowl he viewa that peopled plain, 
JLnd feara a secret foe hi eveiy injored swtun. 



9ee I Hrathward borne along the shining tide, 

Finned with lithe ash, a nimble cmragh flew j 
Tie bnt a stranger come from Thomond side 

To see the sonthem archera strain the yew; 

And near that throng, ^th careless piece, he draw. 
While load appalling tliandors shook iha air — 

For now the cliieflidn'a son, with action trae 
And steady gaze, haa aim'd the arrow ftui, 
Afld sent it to tho mark, ajid left it qniverins Uiaw- 
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XhV. 



^ WhAl Mreg shot/ a flfttt^tng ¥«|sa1 fiiias, 

'* Hath e^ep ey« beheld on Doamoiid^B plains f' 
^ Sooth, that hare mine/' the stpanger'a voice vepljefl^ 
^* Whffli old Fite-Qeirckld hdd Iheea fiur domahiB ; 
And thoa^ my hafar be grizzled, and m^ veinfl 
With lessening current beat, and aetlem taine, 

Enough, even yet, oi force and skill remahi^ 
Tb bear my answer out, or I would shame 
lb tread the Desmond's soil, and name the Demnond^ 



name.*' 



XLVl. 

Ee aaid, end fyf b9yphil th9 target po(;, 
Deep in i^e tqrf, a perrowe's* tiAbeEn Ap^»r ; 

Then backward tbroii^ thQ silent pircl^ pac^ 
Fun half thr^e hundred paceS| inete4 ^lear- 
Fixad.is eanh eye, fitt^l ia #7977 §ar ; 

The bolt is drawn — the parting impul80 ^veiw-- 
Sharp rang the string, like harp at evening cheer ; 

Swift sped the bolt — the ashen shaft is riv'n, 

And lender thunders rise and rend the echc^iig heav^i 



• The Gamw4 was the aneient Irish hoirsdman.— *' 'fhese/' tayt as 
otd writWi " when they have bo stale of their own, gad and ruige from 
hansa to house, like Arrant Knights of the Bonnd-tabl^ and tfaay 
ttardr dismoant till they ride into the hall and as ftira as tha 
labia. There is among tiiem a hrotherhode of Oarrowtt t}iat proffer 
ta plaia ai cards all the year long, and make it their only ooonpatiox*. 
Tkiiy plaie awaj mantel and all io the bare sldn, and tmsae themselTea 
la atraw or leaTes; /then wait for passengers on the liighvraie, and mIs 
ne Bore than oompanions to make tbei^4. sporL" 
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XLVII. 

Ijanghmgy tbe atranger sought the ndghbVing i^hore, 
Whex^ ihn sptnt wayes on qoaiaied granSte betl ,* 

A frsLgmmt s^TsdY up t^ slope liolDorey 
Mafisj mid huge, f(» Druid aHar meet 
Erect he atnids before the chkftahiVi sea^— 
^' Since years ^ve y^ not quenchM the generous r«^ 
Of manhood in these Mmfos, and. youthful heat. 

With all iky band a merry war I "vvage, 

In foat of streugdi or eddli, and thereto cast my g'lgSb'' 



XLVin. 



He said, and on the svrj:-d his burden t]ireW| 

Like meteoric rock it pierced the green ; 
With wondenng eyes the silent cfrde vipw 

The Strang^ ponderous bulk and lofty mion. 

Such forms, in radiant majesty serene^ 
Once on the heathen artist-s alulnber shone — 

When, burning with high thoughts and genius ke^^ 
He caught the fleeting vision's heavily tone, 
. And woke to hew a god from out the Parian stona 

ZLDL 

Stalwart he 8too4 amid th^ mountain Keiae ] 
Calm gleam his eyes in dignity severe ; 

His shoulders huge, like his me Ai*give stem, 
Who, one long day, upheld the heavenly sphere^ 
Sallow his hue as tanned hide of steer, 

Nor mark ho bore of woman's gentle mould ; 
His frame was knit by many a toilsome year— 

His noble hair, in jetty ringlets roll'd, 

Hung curling down his neck, like British seamen bolL 



1 






ir 






4£ SB^NID CASTLE. 

L. 

Bat irho the stranger's offer'd gage shall raise ? 

Some shun abashed that glance of plerofaig gimy ; 
Some Tiew the mass inert, with carious gaze, 

Deep-iix'd withm the yawning soil thiut lay ; 

Some lent thehr mightiest force with yarn essi^y 
Ifid many a stifled langh and whisper'd jest^ 

To lift the fragment from its bed of day. 
Forth came, with consdons smile, the stranger goesCi 
And to the ^ant task his iron strength addressed. 

LL 

With yigorons ease he raised the rocky weighti 
And, wheeling rotmd, npon his centre camoi 

With well-timed action, forcefol, yet sedate. 
Gathering the snm of motion in his frame, 
And hnrFd the mass aloft with giant aim. 

And all his strength into the impnke threw : 
like fragment heaved from Etna's throat of fUste^ 

0^ lannch'd from andent catapnlt, it flew 

And smote the echoing strand, and dash'd the hrisA to dnr. 

^And who and what art thou ?** the chiefrabi erieSi 
*' With more than hnman skill and vigour blest ?^ 
<* One of yonr blood," the stranger calm replies, 
^'Iliongh long an exile in the smmy west — 
A landless, noteless man, my noblest crest 
Is now that oft with Geraldine I bled. 

Unmark'd I roam, the lowly shidding's 
Uj mightiest boast, that I am island bred ; 
My highest praise to say, I loye the land I treaJL* 



SllANlU CXBTVi. 



ITow sinks tLe enn behind the bills of Clan, 
The kemc are ecatUr'd ta their niotmtuii fires 

And wflke wilh macy a wond'rons legend there, 
The memory of their old heroic airos — 
The weary herdfiman to hie sbed rotiru. 

And all is luU'd in niidnight etiilneSB soon, 

Save 'flrhere the convent hjms to heaveQ aspirok, 

Or patient fisher lifts hia merry timo, 

Aiid plies his weary trade beneath the smiling duko. 



Witldn a gi'ove, by Shanid's lofty liill , 

A hcimit held hia penitential coli, 
^^'iUI herbs his food, hie drink the iudd rill, 

'J'hat babbled sweetly from a neigbbooring welt— 

Ho in the busy world had ceased to dwell ; 
A passion-wasted heart — a bmised reed ; 

His science, soiTuing, and th« art lo qneil 
Each earthly wish, in bope of faeaveDly meed, 
By following to the life liie peifbct Christiiui (reel 



And heaVn receiTed hii penitence ^ocere ; 

For when the stroke of Ceatli had olmed his rao^. 
lliey said a lustre play'd aronnd his bier. 

And preciona fragnnce fill'd the lonely plara, 

The earth opoa his tomb had healing grace, 
And sickness of the mind or frame removed ; 

lliere oft the pious pilgrim came to trace 
Where hear'n with many a holy sign appittred, 
HiB holocaost of praisa and nuHty it loved. 
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LVI. 

Scarce in ija^ ^jiat the mddy daylight breakfli 
When dpwDt tba nwsF^t pathway, padng 6lo\r, 

The aged nors^ her tottering jonmej takee. 
Where by th^ hill the Indd waters flow, 
Faint down tba ral^ the early sunbeams glow { 

When by the crystal fi>nnt the matron stands, 
With wooden cap and pitcher, bending low. 

She fills the sparUing lymph with trembling hands, 

And liijOM break forth between, and tears bedew the saudft 

L7U. 

6ndden a rustling in the shrubs she hears, 

That round the well their graceful foliage wove ; 
That stranger^s form upon the brink appears. 

Half hid by leaves and clu&tering boughs abore ; 

And tears of gentlest tenderness and lore 
On that stem oheak their softening influence shed ; 

Bib quiy^g lips with sweet lUQMions mor* ; 
Low o*er th^ bank he boVd hip nobl^ head, 
And ''Dost thou know me,nunie?*' in whisper soft|be sdi. 

LYin. 

like one whos^ quic^en'd fiuKsy liei^ i^ ni|^ 
Strange speotnil Toioos in the nwUug wi«d, 

The startled matron clew^s her inward si^ 
And seeks the lost idea in her mind. 
Beside her npWf h broader light defined, 

He gazed into her soul, and sweetly smiled 
^r heart awakened at the greeting kind, 
aint from her bosom broke the accents wild. 

As cm his ueck iihe fell, «It ia— it is my childP 



"Yes, Dcamond treads again his natal laail, 

To find again his caatle, or a, gr&ve ; 
Four ^eeks haro pass'd since dd the western gtraiul 

I came, a homo-sick waodcrer of the wave; 

Me, LoagMU's kerns ft joyous welcome gave^ 
But, ah, my heart is Tfick'd, where'er it tamB, 

To hear the btood-hotUKta of the tyrant rare, 
To Bee the shidicg wreck'd — the roof that buoM, 
Klkere many an orphaa'd child and hotuelesa wilavf 
mourns. 



« To-niglit, in Shanagolden's lovely vale. 

Two thousand kerns at midnight wait my call ; 

Such force as may with sore sncceBB assail 
The traitor in our own aanrped hall : 
Yet loth I were that child of Desmond &1I 

By kindred weapon struck, is dire airay ; 
More meet it were to gain the lofty will 

By secret skill, tLaii battle's loud essay, 

^d with his own dark art that traitor alare repay. 



■' Where rests the harpo? I" "In Ihe eastern keep. 
" Oh, nime, to-ni^t, at that nngnarded honr, 
Wheu kern and galloglach are hilled in sleep. 
Be thon onr friend within the embattled tuw'r; 
When dnll of sense, from wine's oppressive pow'L', 
ITiat drunken harper seeks onr fair alcove, 

Be thoQ before him in the wjndow'd bow'r. 
And place a lamp npoti the sill above, 
AKii soo no other hand tijau his the light rcmo^-e.'' 
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They part — "'tis night — ^within that lofty hold 

Loud rang tho merry sounds of festal cheer; 
Slow up the eaflt, on golden axis rolled, 

The peaceM moon reveal'd her smiling sphere ; 

Close hid, with eye intent and watchM ear, 
The Desmond stands beside that narrow stream * 

Oft gazed he on the castle, frowning near. 
If haply he may see the tiny beam 
Of that small lamp from out the chieftain's windoir 
gleam. 

Lzm. 

It shines. at length. His practised hands alert 
Poise the long musket on the ashen rest, 

The bmming match within the lock insert. 
And all tiie horrid art of death addressed. ' 
Yet not revenge nor hatred fired his breast, 

But patriot zeal, and firmest sense of right. 
And pity for his people long oppress'd^ 

And land betrayed for gold. Ha ! see I — ^the light 1 

It stirs — ^he fires — ^and all is dark as death and iilg)it» 

uav. 

Awake 1 arise I What, ho I 'tis Desmond calls ; 

Sound the loud trumpet down the echomg rale I 
See — fluttering from high Shanid's towering walla-— 

Our andent banner meets the western gale !** 

That well-known cry prolonged fix)m dale to dale, 
Boused answering wood and shore and peopled hilL : 

« Desmond is come again I" the rapturous tale 
Woke in each listener's heart the welcome thrill 
Of ecstasy retum'd and old devoted zcaL 



ORAKGE AlO) GREEN. 



#f 



LTV. 

9baiiid-a-bo ! the Desmond's m his hall 1 
Yale answers yale along th* awaken'd shora 'i 

"Wllih tears of love the joyous dansmen &n 
Aronnd his feet, and press the marble floor, 
And bless the honr that did their lord restore 

To his old home and plundered rights again. 
But carrion birds the traatoi^s carcase torey 

While smilmg Peace retum'd o'er lull and plaxQ} 

And Desmond in the Keep resumed his ancient veigfU 



^nmgt !m)r (^tmu 



Srin, thy silent tear n«T6r ihaU eeose— 
Bbin, thj Umgaid i mile ne'er shall increase 

Till, like the rainbow's light, 

Thy Tiiioiis tints unite, 

Ana form in heaven's sight 
One arch of peaoe t 

Thoxas MoOBCi 



Tlie night was ladling dreaiy 

In merry Bandon town. 
When in his cottage, weary, 

An Orangeman lay down. 
1%6 summer sun in splendour 

Had set upon the vale, 
And shouts of "No surrenderP 

Arose upon the gale. 



a 



ORANGE AKD QKOQC. 
II. 

Beside the waters, laving 

Tlie feet q£ aged trees, 
'jRbe Orange banners waving, 

iiew boldly in the breeze — 
In mighty chonus meeting, 

A hundred yoices joinj 
An^ ^^^. A^^ drum wer^ beating 

The JBattle of the Boyne^ 

Ha 1 toward his cottage hieing. 

What form is speedy now, 
From yonder thicket flying, 

With blood upon his brow ? 
" Bide — ^hide me, worthy str anger I 

Though green my colour be^ 
And in the day of danger 

May hearen remember thee I 

IV. 

« In yonder vale contending, 

Alone against that crew, 
yLj life and limbs defending, 

All Orangeman I slew. 
Kai*k I hear that feai-fhl warnings 

There's death in every to tie— 
Oh, save my life till morniug, 

And heav'n prolong youT owu 

V. 

r 

The Orange heart wa£ melted, 

Li pity to the green ; 
He heard the tale, and felt fc; 

His very aoul withb. 



ORANGE AND 6RBKK. 

** Dread not that angiy warning, 
Thongh death be in its tone— • 
rn iave jonr life till morning-. 
Or I will lose my own,*" 

VL 

Now, ronnd his lowty dweking 

The angiy torrent press'd, 
A hundred roices swelling, 

The Orangeman addressed— 
^ Arise, arise, and follow 

The chase along the plain f 
In yonder stony hollow 

Your only son is slain 1** 

vn. 

With rising shouts they gather 

Upon the track amain, 
And leave the childless fiither 

Aghast with sudden pain. 
He seeks the lighted stranger 

In covert where he lav — 
" Arise r he said, "aU danger 

Is gone and past away I 

vm. 

^ I had a son— -one only. 

One loved as my l^e, 
Thy hand has left me lonely 

In that accursed strife. 
I pledged my word to save thee, 

Until the storm should cease ; 
I l^eep the pledge I gave the»— 

Arisen and go in peace T' 



49. 
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IX, 

The flfranger soon departed 

From l^at nnliappy vale ; 
The father, broken-hearted, 

Lay brooding o'er that tale. 
FaU twenty summers after 

To silver turned his beard ; 
And yet the sonnd of laughter 

From hi!m was never heard. 

The night was falling dreary, 

In merry "Wexford town. 
When m Us cabin, weary, 

A peasant laid him down. 
And many a voice was singing 

Along the summer vale, 
And Wexford town was ringmg 

With shouts of " Granua Uil© 



Beiide the waters laving 

The feet of aged trees, 
The green flag, gaily waving. 

Was spread against the breci^ ; 
In mighty chorus meetm^ 

Loud vdces filled the tow% 
And fife and drum were beating, 

" Down, Orangemeth H^ Dwni V 

Earkl 'mid the stirring dangour, 
That woke the echoes there, 

Loud voices, high in anger, 
QIso on the evening UTr 



OBANGE AKB GttEIN. 

Like lillowa of the oceau, 
He sees them imriy on — 

And, 'mill the iiild commotion, 
Jin OraDgemou aloa& 



"My bMT," he swd, "is hoaty, 

And feeble ia my hand, 
And I conld tell b stoiy 

Wonld shame yoiir crae! buuL 
Foil twenty years and over 

Have changed my teart aoQ QrO(r, 
And I am gi'own a lover 

Of peace and concord now. 



" It was not thus I gi'eeted 
Your brother of the Green, 

When, fainting and defeated, 
I freely took him in. 

I pledged my word to save him 



I kept the pledge I gave him, 
Though ho had Idll'd my son 



That aged peasant heard him, 

And knew him aa he stood ; 
RememhrancB kindly stiiVd him, 

And tender gratitude. 
With gushing tears of pleasure 

He pierced tho liateumg ti-ain~ 
" Vm here to pay the measure 

Of ktndnass back again I" 
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KVh 

m 

Upon his bosom falBng, 

That old man*s tears came dovni 
Deep memory recalling 

lliat cot and &tal town. 
^Ttie hand that would offsnd thee 

My being first diall end — 
Fm Umg to defend thee, 

l£j Baykmr and my fiiendP 

Eq ssld, and, slowly turning, 

Addras'd the wondering erowd^ 
With fervent spirit burnings 

lie told the tale aloud 
Now pressed the warm beholdee^ 

Tliflir aged foe to greet ; 
TlMy raised him on &dr shouldecBi 

And ekiii'd him throu|^ tiie 



xvm. 

As he had saved that str&nges* 

From peril scowling, dim, 
Bo in his day of dan^ 

Did Heay^ remember him. 
By Joyous crowds attencybg, 

The worthy pair were seen, 
AXid Hieir flags that day were bkodai 

Of Orange and of GreesL 
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%\t %uklia m i^it Item 



-WBSBVm POR A BIBTHDAT PRESENT TO A TOUNa FRX&OJf 



Tbs ^orions snn yet burned on hi|^ 
His I^t embracing earth and ikj, 
When, like a spectre seen at noon, 
On GlenTill rose the early moon. . 



^ <3ory to thee, all bomiteous snn P 

(A trayeller thns his theme begmi, 

Who by Uscanor'a lonndzng bay 

To Callaa took his lonely way.) 
''Thon stirrest the heart to loye and mirth, 

Then gladdenest hearen and qnickenest earth | 

llion callest to being, ripe and warm, 

llie thousand charms of hne and form. 

AH nature feels ihy genial dower. 

From lordly man to lowly flower. 

How fidnt to thine, great lord of day, 

Yon fteble moon's reflected ray I 

To her we owe no froitfol plains, 

Bat swelling seas and frantic brains.* 



He said, and onward gaily pressed, 
Till darkness crept o'er sJl the west, 
And he o'er moor and mountain gray, 
Benighted, sought his trackless way. 



0^ TKE TRAVELLEB AMD TBS MOOy, 

Far o'er the loud Atlantic's wave 

He hears the coming tempests rave. 

The clouds have left their ocean bed— 

Flash'd the blue night-bolt o'er his head \ 

Chorussed by winds and hissing fire, 

The tempest tunes his demon lyre. 

Kow chilled by wind, and drenched with nti^ 

Our wanderer groped o'er hill and plain ; 

Kg cottage light, nor human voice, 

To bid bis sinking heart rejoice. 

When, bursting through the stormy rack. 

The midnight moon Ulum'd the tracL 

From heaven's high arch, in state serene, 

Ponied light and beauty o'er the scene ; 

To silver turned the flying doud. 

Hushed in the skies the quarrel loud. 

And spread afar her radiance mild. 

Till even the cheek of darkness smiled. 



Thus, while prosperity is oursi 
And pleasure strews our way widi flowcsi 
Eejoicing in the glorious day, 
We scorn ReU^oti's humble ray. 
'TIS only when the nig^t draws ooy 
And all our worldly light is gone. 
When black misfortune's clouds arise. 
And vex with storms life's evening skieJi 
When darkling, lost, and tempest driveot 
She cheers our path with light from heavea \ 
We blush to own the thankless slight. 
And feel her power, and bless her might 
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^MK §l8itt. 



▲ fBA0iaQrT. 



Hjkttsl haaid ye not that stifled groaa 
A wrelehed woman's piercing mel ; 

K echoes through those rains lonoi 
It died upon the meadow gale ! 



Sea, see amid the ivied screen, 

That veils the cloister's colnmn'd aisiJQ^ 
What wasted form is dimlj seeiii 

With raj^d beck and frantio smDe. 

Some Greatare d abortive brain, 
Or vietlm ef hnpassioned breast— 

Some wreck ief bliss, as bright aa vaiOy 
Or fimd, deluded and possessed. 

IV. 

P^rchanee — fer see her garb is daik| 
Aiid hooded is her citing hair, 

And gffded is het waist — and mark 
The UMiy desoendhig there. 

V. 

Some xee&M-blasted child of wradil 
Omtb Da&ah of the inrghi ch<nr. 

Who trod ^caUbd l!ie holy path, 
And tampered with celestial ftto. 



9S . AKHA BUOOL 

M. 

A sunbeam strikes that frenzied brow 
llirongh jTonder oriel j^dng down* 

Alas I AJas I I know her xijw ! — 
Tifl Anna Blake of Galway town \ 

vn. 

Bee, see, with spectral haste she glidet 
Through broken light and rajless glooia, 

To where the fimeral jew tree hides 
The wild Biscajen's earlj tomb I 

vm. 

Poor Anna ! once unknown to woe I 
A gayer heart, & happier mind 

Ne'er lent to worth their sodal ^ow, 
In frame of fiiirer mould enshrined. 



Maik, as the qniyering sunbeams &D, 
She tmms to shade that hooded brow. 

Where moping Fhrensy in the hall 
Of banished Reason dots now. 



Now swift she starts with wandngolgn; 

And now with keen heart-straining gKC^ 
Bende the iTj-mantled shrine, 

Tbe wretched maiden kneels and p^jnk 



Oft has she roamed in hi^^ner homs 
Ibe walks where now c^ Idten wlidf 

When, blest withm her natal towosk 
Her iither xnufired his dariing ohBo. 



aKNA BLAICB. Bfl 

XII. 

^"lusle yet their ancient dwelling stood^ 

By Comb's wild and gusty lake ; 
And many a western chieftain wooed 

The heiress of the high-bom Blaka. 

And Mary made the moments light, 
With friendship's soft and tranqidljo^; 

And Eman held her promised plight| 
The Mayor of Galwa/s gallant boy* 

XIV. 

An antmnn's snn had shown the towWi 

Deep imaged in the waveless lake, 
When sadly, in their secret bower, 

Yonng Maty questioned Anna Blake. 

X7. 

*♦* The mom,** she said, " is rosy bright— 
Ah I why art thou so pale and chiU? 
The flowers look up to meet the light, 
Ah, why is Anna drooping still ? 

XVL 

*^ Is this my brother's beanteous bride, 
That ere the bridal sinks forlomi 
Is Mary falser than the tide ? 
Is Eman colder than the mom V* 

xvn. 

V Cold P said the maiden, as she raised , 
Her moistened eyes and sadly uniled t 
^ Not co^G^— though cddness might be praised 
* !Befi>re a love so yresk and wild. 
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ZVIIL 

'* Maiy, forgive I — ^I know thou art 
I^ softer self from infimcj ; . 
Yet Nature's Ixmd within mj heart. 
Is less a bond than Love's in me. 



^ M7 sister and mj friend sincere, 
Ah, Mame not one confiding idgh $ 
I breathe my grie& in Mar/s ear, 
Aji if the wind alone were nigh. 



'^Ko, though from jonth the fire divine^ 
Unfading bnms in either breast 
I feel a warning sense in mine, 
That tells me it shall ne'er be blest. 



^^ To stranger heart, to friend less dear, 
I wonld not own one though of pain; 
Not Eman's self should know the ftar 
That makes this bridal splendoor vain. 



^ Oan I not ring a mirthfrd song. 

Or dance, or langh by summer stream^ 
Bat I must hold some tiionght of wron|^ 
Some secret slight at heart to hhn ? 



•*Oili, never may oar H&rj prove 

The ji^ous glance — ^the doubt ux^just-— 
He thousand pains that wait on Love 
When watched by beetle-broVd distrust ! 



AMNA BLAXS. bSf 



'-^ Tho veiled Uarne, the toDfi tiutt «1in 
Eyen love'a own sweetnefls into gall; 
But, ah! the thought thai he who ettB, 
Is Btai the beat beloved <^ all! 



^ llie eye, whose imconfiding beam 

Ne'er meets tbme own with meaukg free— 
The temper like a maniac's dream; 
The secret step that — ^hnsh 1 'tis he T 



A shadow falls across the leavei^ 
l^iat dnster romid the arohed bower, 

Whero dose the simbright jasmke weavea 
Its shoots through Bmge's Imgering flower: 



xxvn. 



Tts Eman's step— *tis Email's form, 
Iq nuptial splendour all arrayed ; 

Tet in his greeting, fond and wan% 
There lingered still an anxious shade. 



^* What means tiiat quids, distmstfiil hmrii, 
When Eman's ibrm. the maidens see ? 
Why rises Anna's consdous blush ? 
They have been whispeihq^ here of me ?^ 



Dot soon the unworthy darkness passed, 
At Anna's smile, from that high hioWt 

kB hills by transient gloom o'ercast, 
In light as (reosient bri^iten now« 



^ AMKA BLAKS. 



^ Joy to mjAima! — ^it is comef 
Hie mom of long-expected bliBs, 
And Doubt u fled — and Fear Is dnmfa^ 
And hours are linng bright with peiee^ 



^ And wilt thou now forgive the pain 

Tliat Eman'a anxious thoughts have g^vea P 
That neyer can retnm again, 

Till life's new g^ded links are riven t 



' Oh| wordless J07 !— the mom-beams breal^ 
For which mj lonely heart has dg^ied— • 

Since first by Gorrib's mighty lake 
I saw my yomig and ^fted biidei' 



.9 



/^ 



^Oh, joy of Joys ! the bhshing ray 
Tliat smiling brings the bridal dawnt 
Hie sweetly-mkening waves that pbji 
All bright against the snnBy lawn. 

jumv. 

^ The ibstering light — the geidal air, 

That breathe in nature's momiiig bo99«l^ 
Brings less of rapturous promise <£»e 
Than this arismg day of ours I** 



Bren while he spoke, and Anna smiledi 
' Hmn 611 a darkness on the boweiv 
Am when on Bnrrin*s mountain wild 

Ikf wtst-winds drive the sudden §bam9tL 



ANNA BLAKE tt 



na riang breeze nnglassed the lake, 
The fiir blue hills grew dark and neari 

As in.lhe antnnmal blasts that break 
Thiib beauty of the dosing jear. 

ZZXVXL 

Tbe Ti^uiy pOe, arisbg dun, 

Blow up the altering east is dxirea ; 

▲ reil obscmes the distant smit 
And darkness chills the fi^e of haavecL 

xjULvm. 
High in his aiiy field remote 

The skylark ends his beaoieons stnloi 
And, witha long and warning note, 

Cifops sodden on the darkwiing plain. 



Hie peasant rests his weary spade. 

And backward yiews the threatening mo8&; 
The pedlar marks the deepening shade 

Upon his mooniain track finlorn. 



Hie boatman spreads his stinted sail. 
Safe moored beside the windv^ard cUfl^ 

Already hears the mshing gale, 
And closer winds the pmdmit ree£ 

SLL 

Along the shore, with rapid stroke, 
Hie fisher plies the bending ash; 

Beneath the broad and darkening oak 
Hie billows break their noisier plash. 

xm. 

Hie cnrlew seeks the Inland moor, 
♦ * # • ♦ 



' 
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^^it Is (&Vi. 



yUr spirit Is gay as the breaking of dawn, 
As the breeze that sports over Sie sun-lighted lawn. 
As the song of yon lark from his kingdom of light. 
Or the harp-string that rmgs in the chambers at idfjtA \ 
For the world and its vaponrs, though darkly they fold^ 
I have light that can turn them to purple and gold, 
Till they brighten the landscape they came to de&M^ 
iind, deformity changes to beauty and graee. 

Yet say not to selfish delights I must turn, 
From the grief-laden bosoms around me that mouraf 
For 'tiB pleasure to share in each sorrow I see, 
And sweet sympathy^ tear is enjoyment to me, 
Oh ! blest is the heart, when misfortunes assail. 
That is armed in content as a garment of mail. 
For the grief of another that treasures its aeal. 
And remembers no woe but the woe H ean heiiL 

UL 

When Ae storm gathers dark oV the summer^s young bloQiB| 

And each ray of the noontide is sheathed in g^kwrn, 

I would be the rainbow, high archhig in air. 

Lake a gleaming of hope on the brow of despair. 

When tibe burst of its fury is spent on the boVr, 

And the buds are yet boVd with the weight of the sbow'Ti 

I would be the beam that comes wamiing and bright, 

^d that bids them burst ni^en to fragrance and %hT:. 
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r/. 

I Yfovld be the smile that comes breaKdng beraae 
QPer the features where latelj afflietion las beeiii 
Or the heaitHBpeaking scroll, after jears of aUo^, 
That brings home to the desolate tidings of joj ; 
Or the life-giving rose odour borne hy the breeae 
To the sense rising keen from the conch of disease^ 
Or the whisper of charity, tender and kind, 
Or the dawning of hope on the penitent's mind. 

V. 

Then breathe je, sweet roses, jonr fragrance aroond, 
And waken je, wild lurds, the grove witii jour aonnd; 
When ^e sonl Is unstained and the heart is at ease, 
Hiere^s k rapture in pleasures so simple as these. 
I r^iee in each sunbeam that gUddens the vale, 
I rqirtce in each odour that sweetens the gal^ ; 
In the bloom of the spring, in the summers gay voiod) 
WUli a spirit as gaj, I r^oice 1 1 rqjoice 1 



Thb de is broke, mj Irish giri^ 

That bound thee here to me ; 
Mj heart has lost its single pearli 

And thine at last is free—- 
Dead as the earth that wraps thy clay, 

Dead as the stone above the&*- 
Oold as this heart, that breaks to say 

It never more can love thee. 



LYRICAL FOmZS. 



II. 



I press thee to my aching breast — 

No blash comes o'er thj bxx)w — 
Those gentle arms that once caress'd 

Fall round me deadly now ; 
The smiles of loye no longer part 

Those dead, blue lips of thine— 
r lay my hand upon tiiy heait, 

'tis cold at last to mine. 



III. 



Were we beneath our native heaveny 

Within our native land, 
A fidrer grave to thee were given 

Than this wild bed of sand-— 
Bat then wert single in thy faith, 

And single in &y worth, 
And then shonld'st die a lonely deaS«v 

And lie in lonely earth. 



lY. 



T\iea lay thee down, and take thy nast f 

My liust, last look is given— 
Tte earth is smooth above Chjf ]]sm^ 

And mine is yet a(iriven I 
No mass— no parti]][g Bosaiy— 

My perished love can have | 
But a husband's sighs embalm hor oorsev 

A hosband'fi tears her gravA. 



V 



LTIUCAL rOEMb' 6S 



M^m $aiii k a ^amtfi |fart« 



L 



WBBir lore m a jonng heart his dwellmg has takeOf 
And pines on the white cheek, and boms m the 7qLbS| 

Saj} how can the reign of the tyrant be shaken— 
By absence ? bj poyertj ? sickness ? or chains ? 



n. 



No I— these have been tried, and the tempter has oouie 
Unmoved throng the changes of grief and distretss 

Bat if jon wonld send him at once to the tomb. 
Yon must poison his hope with a dose of — saccesa. 



Blit$f t^ Wit % ^m\i)i $0bt 



BuxPy that Hke the oonched dove^ 

Broods o^er the weary eye, 
Dreams that with soft heavings move 

The heart of memory-^ 
Labonr's gnerdon, golden rest, 
Wrap thee in its downy vest ; 
Fall like comfort on thy brain, 
And sing the hnsh-song to thv pain I 



^8 LYRICAL FOlSlIg. 

n. 

Far from thee be Btartling feanp 
And dreams the guilty dreaxd ; 
No banshee scare thj drowsy ears 

With her ill-omened scream. 
But tones of feiry minstrelsy 
Float like the ghosts of soand o^cr thM{| 
Soft as the chapelts distant beuL . 
And lull thee to a sweet fareweu. 



m 



Ye, for whom the ashy heartih 

The fearful housewife cloars-r 
Ye, whose tiny sounds of mirth 
The nighted carman hears — 
Ye, whose pigmy hammers make 
The wonderers of the cottage wafce — 
Noiseless be your airy flight, 
Silent as the still moonlight 



IV. 



BOent go and hamdeiss comCi 

Fairies of the stream — 
Ye, who love the winter ^oom. 

Or the gay moonbeam;— 
Hither bring your drowsy store, 
Gathered from the bright lusmoi^ 
Shake o'er temples — soft and deep^** 
The comfort of the poor man's sleep. 
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"Silt SaUS'Or^ \a\m am | Stntstlr 



The sallj-coop, where once I strajed, 

Is faded now and lonely— 
The echoes in the leafless glade 

Wake to the waters only ; 
M7 early hannts are perished all, 

Mj early fiiends departed— 
And I sit in my native hall 

Forlorn and broken-hearted 

n. 

When last I lay beside that stream 
I dreamt of fame and splendonr, 

And bliss was mingled with my dream- 
Domestic, sweet, and tender ; 

Now I would ^yp ^at fimie and all. 

Were this soft starlight gleaming 
On my old friends, in their old hal]| 

And I an infant dreaming. 



IjBb mie-na-mallah* now is past| 

Oh, wirra-sthml oh, wura-sthmi 

And I most leave my home at last, 
Oh, wirra-sthru I oh, wirra-sthni I 

• irooEsrcvyvn. 
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I look into mj father's eyes, 

I hear mj mother's parting sighs— 

Ah I fool to pine for other ties — 

Oh, wirraHSthni! oh, wirra-sthral 

n. 

This evening they must sit alone, 

Oh, fnrra-sthm 1 oh, wirra-sthm [ 

The/U talk of me when I am gone, 

Oh, wirnH9thra ! oh, wirra-sthm 1 

Who now will cheer my weary sire. 

When toil and care his heart shall tire ? 

My chair is empty by the fire ! 

Oh, wirra-sthm ! oh, wirra-sthm t 

m. 

How sonny looks my pleasant home, 

Oh, wirra-sthm 1 oh, wirra-sthm I 
Tliose flowers for me shall never oloom— 

Ohi wimHithm I oh, wirra-sthm 1 
I seek new Mmdsj and I am told 
That Aey are ridi in lands and gold — 
Ah I w91 they love me like the old ? 
Qhf wirra-sthm ! ohi wirra-sthm 

nr. 

Farewell, dear Mends, we meet no mord^-« 

Oh, wirra-sthm I oh, wirra-sthm I 
My husband's horse is at the door — 

Oh, wirra-sthm 1 oh, wra-sthm * 
Ah, lore I ah, love 1 be kind to me. 
For by tins breaking heart you see 
How dearly I have purchased thee ! 
Oh, win'a-sthm I oh* wirra-sthra 



L\TJCAL P0E3IS. 39 



%\t ^anlwrtr's ^l«rm 



I. 

IVe come anto my home again, and find mjrself alone, 
The friends I left in quiet there are perished all and gone— 
Mj fathers house is tenantless, mj early loye lies low ; 
But one remains of all that made my yoQthfhl sphrit glow— > 
My love lies m the blushing west, drest in a robe of greeni 
And pleasant waters sing to her, and know her for thelf 

queen : 
The T^d winds fan her face, that o*er the distant biUowi 

com^— 
She is my last remaining love — ^my oym, my island home. 

n. 

I know IVe not the cunning got to tell the love I feel, 
And few ^ye timid truth the faith they yield to seeming zeal 
The friends who loved me thought me cold, and fell ^ one 

by one, 
And left me in my solitude to live and love alone. 
But each pleasant grove of thine, my love, and stream my 

fervour know — 
For there is no distrusting glance to meet and check its glow f 
To every dell I freely teU my thoughts, where'er I roam, 
How dear thou art to this lorn heart — ^my own, my island 

home. 

And when I lift my voice, and sing unto thy silent shades. 
And echo wakens merrily in all thy drowsy glades. 
There's not a rill — a vale — a hill — a wild wood, or still grovflf 
Bat gives again the bumin^ strain, and yields me loYO 
for love. 



f LYItlCAL POEMA. 

Ohf 1 havo seen the maiden of my boaom pine and 
Andl have seen my bosomfriend lookonmedoubtingly—- 
And long — oh, long — liave all my young affections f ouodL 

a tomb — 
Yet thou art all in all to me — my owui my island homeu 

IT. 

And nowl bring a weary thiDg-— a withered heart to thee-~ 
To lay me down upon ikj breast^ and die there quietly—- 
Uve wandered o'er^ oh^ many a shore, to die this death 

at last — 
iLnd my soul is glad^ its wish is gained^ and aU mjtoSiA 

are past. 
Oh, take me to thy bosom tiien, and let the spot of eartb 
Beceive the wanderer to his rest that gave the wanderer 

birth— 
And the stream, beside whose gentle tide a cbM I loved 

to roam, 
Now pour its wave along my gi*ayo — ^my nan-ow, island 

home. 



I. 

Old timesi old times 1 the gay old tloies I 

When I was young and free, 
And heard the merry Easter chimes 

Under the sally tree.- 
My Sunday palm beside me placed— 

My cross upon my hand — 
A heart at rest >vithin my'breast, 

And sunshine on the land I 

Old times 1 Old timesi 
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n. 

U Sb not that 1117 fortunes flee, 

Nor that mj cheek Is pale — 
1 moorn whene'er I think of thee, 

Mj darling, native vale I— 
▲ wiser head I have, I know, 

Than when I loito^ there ; 
Bnt m my iinsdom there is woe^ . 

And in mj knowledge care. 

Old times! (Xdtimesl 



rye lived to know my share of jqjr, 

T6 feel m J share of pdn— 
To learn that friendship's self can doj, 

To love, and bve in vun— 
To feel a pang and wear a smile^ 

To lire of other dimesH— 
To l&e my own onhappj isle, 

And nng the gay old lames I 

Oldtimesl Old times! 



IV. 

And snre the land is nothing changed, 

The birds are sii^ging still ; 
The flowers are i^pijnging where we raageJ, 

There's smialun^ 0^ the hOl I 
The sally, waving o*er my head, 

Still swpetjiy ,^||>des my fram^— 
Bnt, ^ tbpse happy days are fled, 

And I am not the same 1 

' Old times I OM tiiaoo I 



n L.VRICAL I*OE&I& 

V. 

Oh, come again, ye merry ttnies I 

Sweet, sunny, fresh, and calm — 
And let me hear those Easter chimeSi 

And wear my Sunday palm. 
If I could cry away mme eyes, 

My tears would flow in vain — 
If I could waste my heart in sigba, 

They^l never come again ! 

Old times I Old dmoe! 



§1 |latt in tte Pffiorj, ^mtA. 

L 

A PLACE in thy memory, deare0t| 

Is all that I dalm, 
To pause and look bock when tboa heareet 

The soond of my name. 
Another may woo thee, nearer. 

Another may win and wear ; 
I care not thoi^ he be dearer. 

If I am remembered tliere. 

n. 

Kemember me— not as ft knrer 

Whose hope was eroaa'd, 
^ose bosom can never recover 

The light it hath lost ; 
As the young bride remembers the mother 

She loves, though she never msy 909} 
Afi a sister remembers a brother, 
dearest I remember me. 
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in. 
jJovld I be thy true lover, dearest, 

Conld'st thou smile on me, 
I would be the fondest and nearest 

That over loyed thee 1 
Bat a cloud on my pathway is glooming, 

That never mnst burst npon thine ; 
And Heaven, that made thee all bloomingi 

Ne'er made thee to wither on mine. 

IV. 

Remember me, then I— Oh, remember, 

My calm, L'ght love ; 
Though bleak as the blasts of November 

My life may prove. 
That life will, though lonely, be sweet, 

If its brightest enjoyment should be 
A smile and kind woitl when we meet. 

And a place in thy memory. 



AzB— " ShuU, agra," 
L 

Mt Mary of the curling hair. 
The laughing teeth and bashM avi 
Our bridal mom is dawning fair, 

With blushes in the skies, . 
Shule! Shule! Shule ! agroj 
Shule^ asucur^ agus shuie^ arootu^ 

My love I my pearl I 

My own dear girl ! 
My mountain maid, arise I 

* Come! oomel come, my dn'Iliii^— 
CoriOi softly, and come, mj Iotb i 
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n. 

Wake, lionet of the osier groye! 
Wake, trembling, stainlesfi, yiripn dovis ( 
Wake, nestling of a parent's lore I 

Let Moran see thine eyes. 
Shule! Shulel ^c. 

m. . 

I am no stranger, prond and gay, 
To win thee fi^m thy home away. 
And find thee, for a distant day, 

A theme for wasting sighs. 
Shulel Shulel ^c. 

IV. 

Bnt we wore known from infan<7, 
Thy father's hearth was home to me ; 
Ko selfish love was mine for thee, 

Unholy and unwise. 
Shuh I Shule I ^. 

V. 

And yet (to see what Lore can do)! 
Tliongh calm my hope haa bmnedi and tnt^ 
My (£eek is pale and worn fbr yoii| 

And snnken are mine eyes ! 
Shule I Shule I ^ 

VL 

Bnt soon my love shall be my brides 
And happy by onr own fire-side, 
Vy ▼ein& shail feel the rosy tide, 

lliat lingering Hope denies. 
Shulel Shulel Sfc. 
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VD. 

My Maiy of the curling hair, 
The laughing teeth and bashM air 
Our bridal mom is dawnmg fair^ 

With blushes in the skies. 
Skule ! Shule I Shule, agra^ 
Shule atucuTy agus shuUj araoti f 

My love I my pearl 1 

My own dear ^11 
My mountain maid, arise ! 



Ajs— " Paddv 0'Rourke*s iU (omUL*^ 

I. 

Gilli ma chreey 

Sit down by me, 
We now are joined, and ne*er shall asret 

This hearth's our own, 

Onr hearts are one, 
And peace is onrs for ever! 

When I was poor, 

Yoiir lather's door 
Was closed against yonr constant IcnrsT} 

With care and pab 

I tried in vain 
My fortunes to recover 
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I said, " To other lands 111 roam, 
Where Fate may smile on me, love ;*' 

I said, " FareweD, my own old home 1" 
And I said, " FareweU to thee, love l" 
Sing Oilla ma chree^ Sfc. 



I might have said, 
My monntsdn maid, 
** Come, live with me, yonr own tree lov^ ; 
I know a spot, 
A silent cot, 
Yonr friends can ne'er discover. 
Where gently flows the waveless tide, 

By one small garden only ; 
Where the heron waves hio wings so wide, 
And the linnet sings so lonely T 

Sing Oilli ma chree^ Sfc* 



nr. 

I might have said. 
My momitain maid, 
^ A ft.thei's right was never givoi 
Tme hearts to enrse 
With tyrant force 
That have been blest fai heaven.** 
Bnt then, I said, *< In after years, 

When thoughts of home shall find htf^ 
My love may monm with secret tears 
Her friends thns left behind her.'' 

Sing Gilli ma chree^ SfC» 
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V. 

Oh I no, I said, 

Mj own dear maid, 
For me, though all forioni, for eyer 

That heart <^ tldne 

Shall ne'er repine 
O'er slighted datT— iierer. 
Vrom home and thee, though wandering tur^ 

A dreaiy fiite be mme, love ; 
rd rather live in endless war. 
Than baj my peace with thme, lo<vei 

^ig Gilli ma chree^ 4^. 



Far, hr awaj, 

By night and day, 
I toQed to win a golden treason ; 

And golden guns 

Bepaid my pains 
in fliir and shining measore. 
X songht again my natire land, 

Thy fttber wdcomed me, love ; 
Ipom^d my gold into his hand, 
And my guerdon found in thee, love ! 

Sing Crt7/t ma ehrm^ 

Bit down by me. 
We now are jomed, and ne^er sbali MnWPf 

This hearth's onr owDif 

Our hearts are one, 
Aad poaoo is ours for ever. 



yS LTRXCiX ?Odm.. 



|ot I am ^misit 



I. 

Tan Ghristmaa light* is bnniing bri^t 

1^ many a Tillage puie, 
And xnanj a cottage rings to-night 

With many & merry straku . . 
YoQDg boys and gbrls ron laughing by, 

Their hearts and eyes date— 
I can but think on mfne, and si^ 

For 1 4un desolate. 



n. 

There's none to watch hi oar old cot| 

Beside the holy light, 
No tongoe to bless ti^e silent spot 

Agahist the parting nightf 
r?e dosed the door, and hither come 

To mourn my lonely fate ; 
I cannot bear my own otd hoke. 

It is so desolate I 



• Tha ChrfsimMh— a light blessed by the priest, and lighted al 
fdl» OB Chtiatmaaera, In Iiish housea. It is a kind of impiety io 
mist, iooeh, or use it for any srofane porpoaes after. 

fit ia the eoatom, in Iriah Catholio familiea, to ait up till niidnfa^l 
OB Chri8tmaa*eTe, in order to Join in devotion at that honr. Fev 
eeremoniea of the religion haye a more splendid and imposing elfcet 
than the morning mass, which, in cities, is celebrated soria aftar th» 
hoar alladed to, and long before daf^break. 
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m. 

I saw my father's ejes grow dSm^ 

And dasp'd my moth^s knee; 
I saw my mother follow him— - 

My husband wept with me. 
My hnsbaad did not long remaio-— 

His child was left me yet 
Bnt now my heart's last love is daii^ 

And I am desolate I 



Jr 



I. 

Ite priest stood at the marriage boaid, 

The marriage coke was made, 
With meat the marriage chest waa ttoredi 

Decked was the marriage bed* 
The old man sat beside the fire, 

The mother sat by him, 
Hie white bride was in gay attire ; 

But her dark eye was dim. 

Ulnlahl Uhilahl 
The ni§^t fiOls qnick— -the snn is set ; 
Ber kyye la on the water yet 

XX. 

I saw a red cloud in the west, 

Against the morning light— 
Heaven shield the youth that she toreg besl 

From evil chance to-night 
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The door dings wide I Lond moans tlie §de ^ 

Wfld fear her bosom fills— 
It is, it is the Banshee's wail I 

Orer the dai*kcn'd hills. 

Ulalalil Ululahl 
The day is past 1 the night is dark t 
The waves are monnting round his baiic 

The guests sit round the bridal bed. 

And break the bridal cake ; 
Bat thej sit by the dead man's head. 

And hold his wedding wake. 
The bride is praying in her room, 

The place is silent all I 
A fearful call I a sadden doom I 

Bridal and foneraL 

Uhilah! Ulnlahl 
A jonth to EjMehoras'* ta*en 
That never will retam again. 



OvcE I had a true love, 

I loved him well, I loved hun wall ; 
Bat since he's foond a new love, 

Alone I dwell, alone I dwelL 



* The nime of a ohurohjard near KUkMb 
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Eiow oft weVe wandered lonely 

'UkTongh jon old glen, throng yon old glaa; 
1 was his treasore onlji 

And true love then, «nd trae love thai ; * 
But Mary's singing bronght me 

To sigh all £iy, to ngh aU day. 
Oh, had my mother taught me 

To nng and phiyi to sing and play. 

Once I hady dbj» 

n. 

Bj lone Oloncreo, at even, 

I passed him late, I passed him late } 
A ^ance, just sideloiig ^yen, 

Told a his fate, «dd aU Ib0 fiite ; 
Bis 0te|) no longer airy, 

His head it hang, Ids iiead it hvn|^ M 

Ah, well I knew that Mary 

She had a tongue, she had a tongnsL 

Once I had, da9. 

III. 

The spring is coming cariy, ' 

And skies are bine, and skies are bUfi,. 
And trees iire budding fiurly. 

And oom is new, and eoi-n is aew^ ; 
Wliat clouds iihe sunny morrow 

Of nature then, of natUEe then ; 
A«d tnms young Hope to sorrow ? 

Oh, fickle men I Oh, fickle men I 
^ce i bad a true love, 

X loved hhn well, I loved his: w^aU 
But since he's found a new Ibve, 

A?one I dwell, alona I dwelL »^ 



J 



^2 LYiacAL FOians. 



*|itriti larft! %MS^ 



I. 



Habk t hark ! the soft bugle sonnds oyer the wood. 

And thnlk in the silence of even, 
Till f aint| and more fiunt, in the far solitude, 

It dies on the portals of heaven ! 
Bat echo springs np^ from her home in the rock, 

And seizes tiie perishing strain ; 
And sends tiie gaj challenge, with shadowy mode, 

Fjxaa moimtijn to momilain again I 

And again! 

tnm moantirfn to mountain again. 



n. 

Oh, thus let my lore, like a sound of delig^ 

Be around Uiee while shines the glad day, 
And leaje thee, unpain'd, in the silence of night) 

And die like sweet music away. 
WhUe hope, with her warm light, thy g^dng eye iSiL:> 

Oh, say-^" Like that echomg strain. 
Though the sounds of his love has died over the hiUfi, 

It will waken in heaven again. ' 

And again! 

It will waken in heaven again. 



larctoeU. 

ADDRESSED TO A FRIEMa 



Fadbd now, and slowly chilling, 

Smnmer learei? the weeping deU* 
While, forlorn and all nnwilling, 

Here I oome, to say— Farewell I 
Spring waa green when first I met thee. 

Antmnn sees onr parting pain ; 
Kever, if mj heart forget thee, 

Bmnmer shine on me agam 1 

II. 

Fame inyxtOB I her amnmons onlj 

Is a ma^^c spdl to me ; 
For when I was sad and lonely, 

Fame it was that gave me thee. 
False die is, her slanderers sing me, 

Wreathing flowers that soonest fade ; 
But audi glfU if Fame can bring me^ 

Who 1^ call the nymph a shade ? 

■ 

^ m. 

Hearts that fed not, hearts half broken 

Deem her reign no more divine , 
Yarn to them are praises spoken. 

Vain the light that fills her slmne. 
But in mine, those joys Elysian, 

Deeply sink and warmly breathe ; 
Fame to me has been no vision, 

Friendship's smile er^balms tho wrcathcb 
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IV. 

Sunny lakes, and ftpired mountains, 

Where that fiicndship sweetly grew i 
Ruins hoar, and gleaming fountains, 

Scenes of vanished joys, adieu I 
Oil, where'er my steps may wander, 

While my home-«ick bosom beavos. 
On these scenes my heart wUl ponder, 

Silent, ^ In summer levcs. 



V. 

Still, when cahn, the son dow3i-shiulDg|. 

Turns to gold the winding tide ; 
Lonely on that couch reclining. 

Bid these scenes before thee glide ; 
Fair Killame/s sunset splemlour, 

Broken crag, aad iaQim.taiu.gray, 
Anil Glengamff's moonlight ^^oder, 

Bosomed on lihe haai^g bay. 



STANZAS ADDE^ AT A LATER PERIOD. 

VI. 

Oh, farewell ! these joys 4ire ended»^ 

Oh, farewell 1 that is^ is^oae ; 
Passed in clouds, and darkly blendod, 

Slowly sinks our wasted stm. 
When shall we, with^socds Mighted^ 

See these rosy times return j 
\nd in blameless love onited, 

View the past, yet never sa^smf 



LYRICAL POlSSCd. tt'j 

VH. 

3ueff of darker fate assamhTg, 

Faster change life's sommef skdAy. 
la tlie future, dimly gloombg, 

Foims of deadly promise rise. 
See a loved home forsaken. 

Sundered ties and tears for thoe — 
And by thoughts of terror shaken 

See an altoi'^d son! in me. 

vm. 

Song in pride and young illuidon, 

Then forglye* the idle, strain ; 
Now my hearty in low confusioii, 

Owns its sangoioe promise vaia. 
Fool of fame 1 that earthly visdoii, 

Charms no more thy cheated yo;itiL ) 
And these boasted dreams ElyvL^ 

Fly the SMvdiii^ dawn <^ trdtL 



NcTcr in these tended bowers, 

Never by that reedy stream ; 
LuH'd OS beds of tinted flowers, 

Tonng Bomtnoe again shall dream. 
Kow his rainbow pmions shaking— 

Oh, he hates the lonesome shore : 
\Yhere a fhneral voice awaking. 

Bids us rest in joy no more 

x;. 
i"ei all pleasdng rise the mcasorei 

^lemory soon shall hymn to t2i93S 
Dull for me no coming pleasorOi 

Lose no joy for thraght of m* 



(^5 LYIUCAL ?OEMS. 

Ob, I vTouId not lieaire thcc neepkg 
Bat when fnlls our parting da/, 

See thee hashed, on roses sleeping, 
8igh unheard, and steal away 1 



®lie Pother's lanunt. 



I. 

&Iy darling, my darling, while silence is on tlio lUOOiV 
And lone in the sunshine, I sit hj our cabin door ; 
When evening falls qniet, and caJm over land and seo^ 
My darling, my darling, I think of past times and tlioe 

n. 

Here, while on this cold shore, I wear out mj lonely kxzrs^ 
My child in the heavens is sgiewdhig my bed witli flowocs; 
All weary my bosom is grown of this friendless clime— 
3nt I long not to leave it; fyr that were a shame andcrissia. 

UL 

l hey bear to the chorch-yardtheyoath in theur healthaway— 
I know where a frnit hangs more ripe for the gravo tb&a 

they— 
;5iit I wish not for death, for my spirit is all resigned, 
And the hope that stays with me gives peace to my agtkl 

mind. 

lY. 

My JiU'ling, my darling, God gave to my feeble age 
A prop for my famt heart, a stay in my pilgrimage ; 
lily darling, my darling, God takes back his gifl agauh— 
.4nd my heart may be broken, but ne'er shall my wQ 
c^rj^plab. 
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$m iiikmiii is s f k^. 



A CkAY, shifting ejei like the swift nj of lighti 
Hie May moniing shoots o'er the brow of tiie lu^t, 
That IS ydled np in misti like that eye in its lid, 
Yet is loved for the promise of light that is hid. 
Ahi trnst not that eje ! for though gentle it seems, 
It is bat the will that has shrouded its beams ; 
It has fire, it has lore, it has smileSi it has tears, 
For the world and its passions, it sorrows and finrs. 

n. 

A Toice like a sound heard in deep soUtude, 
Uke the song of the night-bhd alone in the wood 
A melody stnick by the finger of art, 
From the small strings that tremble roimd nature's own he&£t^ 
Bat hear not that Toice, for though softly it breathe, 
Its tones round the tmsting heart cnnningly wreathe, 
When chain'd through its pulses, and bound for a spoil, 
It may throb at the cheat, but must pain in the toil 

m. 

A brow that is built for the throne of the mmd. 
And curtained by dark ringlets gracefully twined, 
The glance of the falcon, Ihe gaze of the dove. 
The smile that is blended of mirtii and of love. 
A shape soft and gliding, like those which arise. 
Through the shadows of time, on the young poet's eyesi 
When the doud of the future he toils to remove, 
.4jid fancy the mtdden who shall be his love. 



LVRIJAL p:>5n£. 



rv. 



Ahf tba day» of her youth are for ever jffKit} by^ 
Yet the sprittg-^de of geniua iB-yoaag m he.^ ej-o; 
Fast over her beauties die parting years roll, 
Still they bloom with the evorgi-ecn hue of Uie seal ; 
The rose leaves &I1 sileiitly down from her cheek, 
3tiU It hath the dear meaning, tame never can break 
And each act of her motion an hnpnlse reveals 
Of a spirit that thmks and a bosom that feels. 



V. 

Even snch was my love, and in merrier hoard 

I filled the bright vase with Hope's loveliest flows::? ) 

Yonng Fancy flew over my bower of peace, 

And soared in the golden doads, singing ai bliss ; 

But vain was my dream t for these hous are fled--* 

rhat song it is olentv that bower is dead^ 

The gold ocHownA mists of UfeV morning are flown. 

My vaaa it iff bvslMii, my flowers are gone 1 



Vet blame me not, lady, if thns, while I dwdl 

Un a form that my memory has tareasored too well ^ 

An Idol, my faith wonld maJko all bnt divine^ 

I should breathe out one hesrt-broken si|^ at its sbriaiL 

I look on thy state, and I think on mine own, 

And I laugh at the hope that wonld bid me love on— 

Yet my xeason asks— ^^ Why do I love thee ?** in vaiiv 

While my heart eaa bat edKS ^I love thee" again. 



LYRLO.VL P0E3IS. g^ 



;^et ai\m brist^t in glfftdng l9lor2HL 



Lf:t others breathe in glo>yhg WL>rd8 

The secret of their bosom pain, 
.vnd bid the load harp's speakmg chords 

Tell o'er the weary tale again. 
From me no burning stare shall rise— 

A eold heart's answering sigh to movi ; 
But I will gaze apon those ejes. 

And waste awaj in silent love. 

i cannot find in art a strais 

To echo forth mine inward moan ; 
If ughs and looks can't tell mj pain, 

Oh, never shall my lore be known. 
Safe IS &e fl«ne whose answering breath 

A tear may qnench, a sigh may more-; 
Qua fnll of danger and of death 

is the pent fire of silent love. 



gAS Rtbtr Mt m f la^e, 'in im. 

Tou nerer bade me hope, 'tis tmo— - 

I asked yon not to swear ; 
But I looked in those eyes of Mse, 

And read a prosrJse there. 
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XL 

The vow should bind with mudtti ri|^ 
That maiden's lips hare spokieii— 

Bat that which looks from maiden's qrea 
Should last of all be broken ! 



L 

FA&4 fan the gaj hearth, and fling back the ban^d docp 
Strswi strew the fresh rashes around on oar floor. 
And blithe be the welcome in eyeiy breast-— 
For a soldier— a soldier to-mght is our guest 

n. 

UL honoor to him who, when danger afiur, 
flad Uf^ted for mln his ominous star, 
Left pbasnre, and coontiy, and kindrod behhd, 
And sped to the shook on the wings of the 



m. 

Uyaa yalue the blessings that shine at our 
The wife's smiling welcome, the inflmt's sweet mir&^-» 
While thej charm us at eye, let ue think upon those 
Who have bought with thdr blood our domestic repose* 

IV. 

Then share with the boldier your hearth and voor hflini% 
And warm be your greeting whene'er he shall ooms ; 
Let love light a welcome in every breast— 
For a soldier — a soldia** to-night la our gaest. 



LVltLCAL PUKUa . :81 



mOM THE DUKB OF MONMOUTS. 
AQUILA. 

Dbwy dimmet I* silent hoar t 
Welcome to our cottage boVr I 
6ed, along tlz lonelj meadow, 
Ghost-Iike, falls the lengtheaM 8hadfiY/| 
While the snn, with level shtnoi 
Tnms ihe stream to rosy wine ; 
And firom jonder bosj town 
Valeward hies the Isxj clown. 

BOTH. 

Lovelj dimmet I pleasing hour I 
VTekome to oar lonelj ImwVv 

TAIISEN. 

Hark I along the dewjr gromid 
Steals the sheep-be&'s dnmsj sonnd \ 
While the plon^^an, hfime retnmiug; 
Sees his cheerfhl faggot bnniing^ 
And his dame, with kindly smik^ 
Meets him bj the rustic stfle ; 
While beneath the hawthorn mote 
SweUi the peasiemt's meny Ante. 

» uimmftU— The name given to tbt IwiU^V tn parts of tt?o West 

01 ht^fiSTjL' 
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BOTH. 

IMhofbl dimmet I mirthM hour ! 
'Velcomo to our cottage bow^ ! 

AQUILA. 

Lass, firom market homeward speed } 
Traveller, urge thy lagging steed- 
Fly the dark woods lu*king danger $ 
Chnrl, receiye.the "nighted stnmger**- 
Ho with meny song and jesfc 
Will repay diy niggard ibasl^ 
And the ^e of heaven above 
Smflo npoB the deed of love. 

BOTH. 

Dusky dimmet ! de^vy hour ! 
Wdoome to onr lonely bowV ! 

TAMSEN. 

Honr of beaaty 1 hoar of peace ! 
Hour when care and labom* cesBC ; 
When around her hosh'd domhilea 
Nature spteads her broodbg phi to |. 
While a thousand angel eyes 
Wake to wmtdh us torn the sldee^ 
Till the reason centres there, 
And the heard Is moved to pra/r* 

BOTH. 

Lovely dimmet i witching hosri 
'Wdoome to OUT cottage bow^t 



tXBSOAL fOEXa, 



9M l^^^n i'^^f ^ P^*^ ®&t« 



Tboxsqu lonely here, \fy Avon's tide, 

I waate my cheerless hours, 
And see its silent waters glide 

By thy fbrsaken bo Vrs ; 
Fd rather bear the lasting pain 

That breaks this heart of mine, 
Tban pine beneath the golden chain 

That guilt has flung o'er thine. 

II. 

In dreams I deem thee stffl mine own, 

UnsdHed and undianged ; 
Bat morning sIniwb die vision flown, 

And thee again estranged. 
Oh ! when from some unheeding tongue 

I hear that once-loved name, 
Then, then my inmost heart is wrong 

To think upon thy shame. 

How lonely, when I wake at dawn, 

£aoh silent diamber novrl 
How joyless looks the mmay hmn^ 

How drwpi -eae^ creeping hmifjk I 
ITor though ^ noottlide 'Son Mdq msesL^ 

All cheeiless &.118 Us beams; 
And lonesome now, mitbovit that fom, 

llie gay verandah seems. 



g^ LTRIOAL POSBCS. 

IV. 

With nnkmg heart and thonghtftd paoe 

I pass our garden door, 
And* mid the leafy stilbiess traou 

Each haunt of rapture o'er, 
'llio scents that rise, the flowers that blovr^ 

The breeze that wanders fi'ee, 
My altered sense can hardly know—- 

All breathe of death and thee. 



V. 

Ah, onoe I thought that mind was ^| 

And void of mward blame ; 
OLi age, I stdd, and hoary hair, 

WQl find our hearts the same. 
Now loon— oh, soon ! — tito churchyard losie 

Shall liide those cares fix^m me— 
Ah ! may that turf and cold, gray stone 

Best lightly yet on thee 1 



VL 



Bat not with old affection's slight, 

And love*s foigotten day, 
I charge thee in my song to-night, 

Or Measures past away. 
No— pledged on yonder sacred sod^ 

Thy TOWS were heard above ; 
And thou wert falser to thy Gk^d^ 

Than e*en to Sdmnnd'd lo?e. 
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r. 

^ Up I y6 who have the hands to fight, 

Who have the hearts to feel ! 

Up, up ! for meny England's right| 

With musket and with steel 1 
Oh, brightlj streams on summei^i gals 

Hie gilded mist on Ugh ; 
Bat brighter soon in Tamiton Tab 
Shall Freedom's ensign flj I 

Then up I who hayei te 

n. 

^' For liberty and Momnonth I ho I 
For libcnrty, arise t 
nere's men^ in the conquering blow 

When grinf Oppression dies. 
Tliere^s music hi the mustering feel 

That marked the daisied green, 
When tiie gaflant fiiends of Freedom meob 
In lovely Taunton Dene 1 

Up 1 je who haye, dbo. 

^ Who basely shuns a glorious, deatb^ 
Dishonour haunt his tomb I 
Who nobly wins a victor wreath. 
Long may he see it bloom ! 

TUoKi flram tbA aovel of " The Dnke of Monoxradk/^ 



LYULCAL ronis. 

Who fireoij sheds his gen'rons blool, 

His chilclTen long shall tell 
Eow he hr Eng^d bravely stood. 
How he for En^and fell I 

Then np I who have the hands to £ig^ 

Who have the hearts to feel I 

Up, np 1 for meny England's right, 

With mnsket and with sted 1" 



f ilte Ij^t (Bih frs i\t ImmtsiR. 



Lice the oak by the fountdn, 

In sunshine and storm ; 
Uke the rock on the moantam, 

Unchanging in form ; 
like the coarse of the river, 

IliFon^ ages ihe samei 
Uke the mist, mounfiog ever 

To heaven, whence it csme. 

u. 

Bo firm be thy merit, 

So changeless thy soul ; 
So constant thy spiiit^ 

While seasons shall roU ; 
The fancy that ranges, 

Ends where it began ; 
9at the- mind that ne'er ohaoei^ 

Hei^gs i^orv to man. 



LYBIOAL P0E1C& $f 



80N6 FROM THB INVASION. 



Paka volla ! fdlta volla ! welcome to the monntains \ 
PaJLta volla ! welcome to jonr native woods and fouii- 

tamsl 
To hear the harper plaj again — ^and the shoats that greet 

tlzee; ' 
FaUa volla I how it glads the widow's heart to meet thea; 

Paita volla ! falta volla ! 
Welcome to Rath-Aiden. 



SkvJs a ifoUa ! shute a volla ! through our parted islaa^ 
limy 1 friend and foe hast thon in valley and in highland; 
Bat whereV the fiiehds are false — ^when the foes distress 



SktUe a voLla ! here are ready weapons to redress thee. 

Shtde a volla ! shule a volla I 
Shelter in Rath-Aiden. 

in. 

lf*e a voUa I ire a volla / far hi Corca's VjBlUeSy 
When rattnd the Bloody Hand the routed Dal Gas rallies ; 
Wbsi thB groans of dymg friends filled the air above thee-^ 
Ird a. vollo I there are hands to help and hearts to love thee 

Ire a volla I -ire a volla I 

Hasten to Bath-Aiden. 
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SONG FOR THE JSVASbXX, 



OiAD minia falta I child of the ItMan I 
Cead mDlia Mta, Elim t 
Aimeach, thj temple in ruins is Ijmg) 
In Draim na Druid the dark blast is si^^ung; 
Lonelj we shelter in grief and in danger, 
Y0t have we welcome and cheer fyr the stranga*. 
Cead millia &lta I child of the Mian ! 
Gead millia ftlta, Elim ! 



Woe ftr tbe weapons that gnaided our slvnbersy 
Ttambreach, thqr said, was too small for our nambeoi 
litde is left for onr sons to inherit, 
Yet what we have fhoa art welcome to ahare it 
Gead millia &]ta ! chHd of the Ithian t 
dead millia fidta, Elim I 



Oorm&A, thy teachers have died brokcn-hecr^ ; 
Voice of (lie trillion, thon art departed! 
All have forsaken our mountains so drearyi 
All bat the spirit that welcomes die weaiy. 
Cead millia faltal child of the Ithian! 
Cead millia &lta, Elun 1 



IV. 

Vainly tlie Draitke, alone in the mounteio, 
Looks to ^e ton^ ckxxd or eddying fountain ; 
Tba spell oif the Christian has vanquished theS^puwEt^ 
Tet he is welcome to rest in onr bower. 
Cead miOia falta ! child of the Ithian I 
Cead millia falta, Elim I 

V. 

Wftke fi>r the Christian your welcoming nuinbessst 
Strew the dry rashes, to pillow his slmnbers; 
Long let him cherish, Vith deep recollection, 
Ite evo of onr feast, and the Druids' affeoiln. 
Cead millia fiedtal child of the Ithian I 
Ge6ud minia falta, Eliml 



r. 

Fab, &r amid those loiaely seaa» 

Where evening leaves her latest smile, 

Where solemn ocean's earliest breeze 
Breathes, peaceftil, o'er onr holy isle. 

u. 

Remote 69m ^hat ^stracted world, 
Where sin has reared his gloomy tiisaia. 

VTith passion's ensign sweetiy ftud'd. 
Wo live and breathe £br heaven alemer 
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m. 

For he&ven wo hopo, for heavea \cq pray. 
For hdaven we look, aud long to die ; 

For hoaven — for heaven, bj night bj day. 
Untiling watch, onceashig sigh. 

IV. 

Here, fann'd by heavenly tempered wind5, 
Oar island lifts her tranquil breaat ; 

Oh, come to her, ye wonnded minds t 
Oh, come and share our holy rest t 

V. 

For not to hoard the golden spoil 
Of earthly minds we bow the knee— 

Oar labour is the samtly toil. 
Whose hh^ is in eternity. 

VL 

The mountain wild, the islet fair. 
The corrig bleak, and lonely vale *, 

The bawn that feels the summer air, 
The peak that splits the wintry gde. 

VII. 

From northern Ulladh^s columu'd sLore, 
To distant Clair's embosomed ua^t ; 

Vrom high Benhedir*s summit Iioar, 
To Ara in the lonely west 

viu. 

'Qirough aU, the same resounding choiTi 
Harmonious pom*s its descant stioag, 

All feci the same adoring fire, 
AU raise the same celestial song. 



LYRICAL H)EUS. lUl 

IX. 

VTliea sinks tbo suu boyoud tho west, 
Oar vesper hymn salutes him there ; 

And when he wakes the world fi-om lesj, 
We meet his morning light with prajec. 

Tlie hermit hj his holy well, 

The monk within his cloister graj, 
The yir^ in her sOent cell, 

The pilgrim on his votive way. 

zi. 

To all, the same returning light, 

llie same returning fervour brings ; 
And, thoughtful m the dawning bright^ 

The spirit spreads her heaven-ward wlngF« 

From hill to hill, from pliun to plain. 

Wherever falls his fostering ray, 
Still swells the same aspiring strdn, 

From angel souls, in shapes of dd.y. 

zin. 

The echoes of the tranquil lake. 

The difled ocean's cavern 'd maze, 
The same untiring music make, 

The same eternal sound of praise. 

xiv. 

Oh, come, and see our Isle of Bainta, 

Ye weary of the ways of strife ; 
VHierc oR the breath of disoord teiiits 

The ly^uQuot sweets of joyous life 
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Yo Vi^eary of the lingering woes 

That croTfd on Passion's footsteps, paie-r 

Oh, come and taste the street repose 
lliat breathes in distant InisfaiL 

XVI. 

Not ours the zeal for pomp — ^for power— 
The boastM threat — ^the bearing vaixi — 

'rtie mailed host — ^the haughty tower— 
The pomp of war's encumbered plain. 

rvu. 

Oar strifes are in the holy walk 
Of love serene and all sincoi*e ; 

Oar oonverse is the soothing talk 
Of souls that feel like strangers hersw 

SVUL 

Our armies are the peaceful bands 
Of saints and sages mustering uigh ; 

Oar towers are raised by pious hands 
To point the wanderei^s thoughts on U^ 

The fleeting Joys of selfish earth 
We learn to shim with holy sojrn ; 

lliey cannot quench the inwturd deasth. 
With man*s immortal spirit born. 



Vol while my heart within me bursa 
To hear that still resounding ohjlr : 

To days unblestit fondly turns f 
Vsliea dies that heayen-desoendid tisi ? 



umou. wmtk U)} 



Eaw loBg AAlt thou be thna fivlna^ 

Fiir l3« of piety axid nog ? 
How losg shftil peaoe axid love be tbine, 

Ot^ laad of peaoe— bow long? haw loog? 



ijuk\ eoboing ftouL eexili flBlntel tomb 
Ptophetio Toices stGculy roU-^ 

Th&j wxp my tiiaa^ite m suMm g^ooui, 
llidr accents fteeee my shnddeniig fiouii 



^^ 



E&! say ye that tdmnphant bflU 
Shan riot in these hxAj groonds? 

Sk^d, bhield^me from those vlidoas ftU, 
Oh, silent be those fearftil soandsl 



loav. 



ISifly teli of crime, of contest ehaipi 

(y force and fraud, and hate and yfvaa^^ 

Ho moie^ no more, my yentnrons haip^ 
Oh, tnsmblhig dose thhie alterod song. 



Qh| Let ttkj thong^tfal numbers cease^ 
Xxe yet the tondi of fiemsy taints 

The Ittd of love and lettered peace, 
The Me of Sages and of Saists. 
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^sd not &r t||t 4gli)nes of $b];8 tjfat see ilma. 

I. 

N0| nor. &r the ^oiioa of days that aro flo>\U| 
For the fall of fc splendoar that was bat our o^n 
No, not for the dngt of our heroes that sleep. 
Should the bard of the Goom m his melody weep. 

u. 
For the thought of that gloiy remains in each breasSy 
Though we see them no longer, the dead are at rett| 
And gay is the face of the Druids* lone vale ; 
But dark is the bosom of wide InisfaiL 

m. 
The demon of discord has breathed on the land, 
And her sons on her mountams meet hand against baad^ 
The children wiio fought for her welfare are slak^ 
And her bosom is trampled by those who remain. 

IV. 

Wild blast of the trompa I that, echomg fiBr, 
Hast summoned Leath Mogha with Guin to wbb^ 
Fai* westward of Ara die over the main, 
And never be heard in our vaUies agali^ 

V. 

Arise on the mountains, spirit of peaoe $ 
Let the sons of the Riada hear thee, and oeaae i 
Too late for their country, oh, let them wxi prove I 
That the strenglJi of the island is union and love* 

VL 

Oh, spread not ihy strife-quelling pinioos alofb 
Till the calm on our countiy fall sunny and aoft) 
FrOQ Rechrin's cold islet and UUadh the groflft* 
To woody Glengariff and fair Ibhersceine^ 



Txiaau. Foiasj. (jdh 



4[:onte to mutisms'! €sm 

A IB — ^^ Ours ii a illcrrv fxini." 
I. 

CcofE to Glengariffl oomel 

Close bj the sea ; 
Oiirs is a happy home, 

Peaceful and free. 
There, there, far away, 
Happy by our smmy bay, 
Wo live, from day to day, 

Blithe as the beo ; 
For onn is a smmy home, 

Joyotis and free. 
Come to Glengariffl como t 

Close by the sea. 

Thine is a mountain hoar. 

Frowning and wHd ; 
Oars is a lowland shore, 

Fertile and mild. 
There, there, loud and strange 
Sadden tempests driye along ; 
Here, then* gentle song 

Scarce moves the tree \ 
For ours is a lowland ho&ia, ' 

Peaceful andfi^ea 
Ck)me frx>m the mountain * 

Gome to the .9)a I 



lOG iAlUCAL FOU&IS. 



f fee Ifemito Cttj. 



I. 

A. crroBT 1 heard on tho cMs of the west, 

That oft, throng the breakers dlTiding, 
A dty is seen on the ocean's wild breast 

In tnrrettod majesty riding. 
Bat brief is the glimpse of that phantom so bri|^. 

Soon close the white waters to screen it, 
And the bodement, thej say, of tlio wonderful si^it| 

Li death to the eyes that have seen it 

II. 

I said, when they told me the wondorftil tale^ 

My oonntiy, is this not thy stoiy? 
Thna oft, throng the breakers otifisoord, we haS 
' A psxnnise of pe&oe and of glory. 
Boon gtdphed in those waters of hatred again 

No longer onr fimcy can find it, 
Acid woe to our hearts for the visioii so v^; 

Fur ndn «id death come behind it 






Wbli tke stars of heayen ai» iAMba 

Ar hyd a nos, 
Hob lU midmi^t looe» redlsinf , 

Ar hyd a nos, 



LVUGAL IDOUL- ItfV 

VviCf flies to those wfld bowers, 
Sunnj fields and spHngmg flowers. 
Wbece I passed mj infant boors, 
Ar bjd a nos. 

U. 

Vo my own bekyed movntaios^ 

Arbjdanos, 
Rusbing streams and quiet fbnntaiu^ 

M hjd a noS| 
Sleepless stiU my thoughts retaming, 
Leare my lonely bosom mourning, 
And my heart within me burning, 
• Ar hyd a nos. 

ILL 

Tbere light slnmben Messed b^ piiL>W| 

Ar hyd a nM, 
There, beside the starlit billow, 

Ar hyd a nos, 
"^^ons soft to me were giweo^ 
Pore as monntain winds at eren, 
Peace for earth and hope for heavea, 

Ar hyd a nosw 

IV* 

Still that Sabbath bell is ringing, 

Ar hyd a nos, 
Stm that Sabbath chok is ringing, 

Ar hyd a nos, 
Soonds beloved I Oh, restore me, 
WitL the scenes ye Iving befovs sse^ 
Hopes that ilien hnng bloomhig cte m^ 

Ar hyd a nos. 
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ma\ mrl |0inD Wa 

War I Warl Horrid wsr' 
Fly om* lovely plain^ 

Guide fleet and far, 
Thy fiery car, 

And never come agaiui 
And never, 

Kever come again 1 

n. 

Peace! Peace! sndllngRnodl 
Bless our londj plain, 

Gtiide swiftly here. 
Thy mild career, 

And never go again ! 
And never, 

Never go again! 



WXC ^0110 0f #'$ri8£0l 

1. 

Fbom the shieling that stands by the lone motmiaiA cfTSrf 
Sorry, hnrry down with the axe and the qtuver, . 
From the deep-seated Goom, from the stonn-beatoi hlghUat 
Harr)', harry down to the shores of yonr island^ 

Hurry down, hurry down I 

Hurry, Lurry, &c* 
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n. 
CihUlogladi &nd Kern, hxirrj down to the sea — 
There the htiugiy Rayen's boak is gaping for a proy*) 
Parrah I to the onset I Farrah ! to the shore I 
feast him with the pbrate's flesh, the bird of gloom and gore 

Hurry down, hnny down 

Horry down, &c. 

in. 

Horry, fbr the slayes of Bel are mostering to meet jie, 
Horry by the beaten cM, the Nordman longs to greet yd 
Horry firom the moontam I horry, horry from the plsln 1 
Welcome him, .and never let him leave oor land agafa I 

Horry down, horry down I 

Horry down, Ssc 

TV, 

On the land a soU^ wol^ and in the sea a shark, 
Hew the roffian spoiler down, and bom his goiy bark I 
Slayer of the onresisting I ravager prs>&;e ! 
Leave the White 8ea>tyrant*s limbs to moolder oa (hf plsla.^ 

Horry down, hony down 1 

Horry down, dbc> 



|a» tliti wall in£ Itatibe $ell 

AiB— *' Fare (Ar# wtU^ Swui KUUiM," 

L 

Fass thee well, my native dell, 

Thoogh &r away I wander, 
\Vlt& thee my thoughts shall o\'flr d^«ll, 

tti sbsenoe only tbnder 
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AsiweD, je bonks, where onoe I rQni 
To ikm tkut lonety rivei^— 

JLad foiiy JB groYeB so long beloved. 
And fields, fiurewell for erer I 

Fafe ibee wey, te 



Hire once my yoathfbl moments flew, 

In joj like sunshine splendid, 
The Inrigfatest horns that e'er I knew 

With those sweet scenes were blendeJU— 
When o'er those hills, at break of mom, 

The deer went bounding early, 
And huntsmen woke with hounds and honi 

The mountain echoes cheerlj, 

Fare thee well, ^ 



Fare ye well, ye happy hours, 

So bright, but long departed t 
Fare ye well, ye firagrant boVrs, 

So sweet, but now deserted I 
Farewell eadi rock and lonely isle^ 

That make the poet*s numbere \ 
And thou, oh, andent holy pile,* 

Where mi^ty Bryan slumbcNra 7 
Fare ye well, &0i 



« Tha wSt%inl In which ii Ihe monvreni of the cciCbCBiMd BifiW 
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rr. 

nzevreil, thon old, romantlo bildga, 

Wliere mom has seen me roanJng^ 
Tb mark across each shallow ridgo, 

Tlie mighty Bhannon foammg. 
2fo more Fll press the hending oar, 

To speed the painted wherry ; 
^d £^de along the woody shore, 

To view the hills of Deny. 

Fare thee well, i&o^ 

V. 

Tliere's many an isle hi Scariff Bay, 

With many a garden blooming ; 
Wliere o{t I've paissed the summer d^.y^ 

TSl twilight honrs wen) glooming^ 
No more shall eyening's yellow gilov 

Among thos9 rains find me ; 
Far from these dear scenes I go, 

But leaye my heart behmd me. 
Fare thee weU, ds^ 

yr. 

Fast, &st we ride by bridge and treei 

Fast ^e my loyed bowers ; 
fiiill through the burstmg tears I see 

Thy hills and hoary towers. 
^Tis pastl my last faint ^impse Is o'sTi 

My last farewell is spoken ; 
I see those kyred scenes no mors— 

My heart— my heart is broken. 
Fare thee wall, my native dell. 

Though far away I wander. 
With t^ee my thoughts shall (»ver dwelW^ 

1^ absence only fonder. 



U2 



IliUtit JiJiRL 



Wedt Eke die eady roie^ 

ASeea.uQasil 
Bmatj m diOdliood bkyrvi, 

Aileeiiaioaal 
WlMnfike & diadem, 
Badsl^Qsh aromiddie atasa, 
Wbadt 18 die fiurast gem? 

Aiken anxnl 

IL 

Is it die Luxgfaing eye ? 

ASkea tanaal 
II ft die dmid m^ ? 

Aileen uroon 
Li it die tender tone, 
Sa(b as die stringed berp's nofta? 
Ob, it is truth atone, 

Aileen aroonl 

UL 

WheOi like die rising day, 

'Aileen aroonl 
txjve sends his early ray, 

Aileen aroon I 
What m&kes his dawning glow 
GhaagoLcss dirongh joy or woe 
Ooly the constant know. 

AQeea &nx7a! 
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IV. 

I ksovr a yaUej fair, 

Afleen aroon I 
£ knew a cottage there, 

Aileen aroon I 
Vsje in that yalle/s shade 
I knew a gentle maid, 
Flower of the. hazel glade, 

Aileen aroon I 

V. 

^^lio in the song so sweet, 

Aileen aroon ! 
Who in the dance so sweet, 

Aileen aroon I 
Dear ^rere her charms to nidy ^ 
Dearer her laoighter free, 
Dearest her 4X)nstancy, 

Aileen ai*oou. 

VI. 

Were she no longer true, 

Aileen aroon I 
What should her lover do ? 

Aileen aroon ! 
Ely with his broken chain 
Far o^er the sonndmg miwin, 
Never to love again, 

Aileen aroon ! 

vn, 

Yoath must with time decay, 

Afleen aroon ! 
Youth QOSJ^ fade away, > . 
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LYklCAt rouoi 

GfiBtles ai-o sacked ia ^^v 
CLioftaiiifl are scattered ^ar 
IVttth IB a fixed star, 

Ail^eaaxgo;^ i 



^ml eml &t m 



OoNSgone^lferearergion^ • 
Are the hopes I chemhei 

Uhaoged like the snimy dawsi, 
la anddea showen peAboL 



IL 



Witfier'd is the early Oo^-t^ 
Like a bright lake brotOLliL 

Hided like a happjhoori 
Or Love's secret spobsu 



li&I yiAtx a cheat art diaat 
Oa ^Tmthfhl fhnq/ sfieallu^ 

L pcMfgal in proanise now ; 
jL cs!ser m fhlfiQiqgl 
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^ntitnt l^nllabi. 



DahiQIESS o'er the ^orld is creeping, 
Slumber while the heavens are weeping^ 
Whilo thc^kems thdr watch are keeping. 
And all eyes bende are sleepfaig. 



n. 



Heaven's dark cnrtalns now are dosing 
llie wOd winds in peace reposing ; 
Now the harper old is proshigi 
While his chieftain's e^es are do&ng. 



UL 



Heary is Uie humming nmnber : 
Let the witch that scatters slnmberi 
In her passage halt and mnnner. 
Till her dews thj lids encmnber. 



IV, 



Doll and dim the moon is gleamlngi 
Diowsjr is the owlet's scroaaiing, 
SoQea aoonds and gloomy seeraing 
SxfCL c^iiJ min|^ b Hby dreuoirg, 
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AiB— " Ro'/t wift <y AUivalloch^ 
I. 

EInow ye not Uiat lovely river ? 
Know ye not that smiling river ? 
Whose gentle flood, 
By cliff and wood, 
With wildering sound goes winding ever. 

Oh ( often yet with feeling strong, 
On that dear stream mj memory poudersi 

And still I prize its murmuring song, 
For by my childhood's home it wanders. 

Know ye not, &a 

u. 

*niere*s music in each wind that flows 

Within our native woodland breathing ] 
Hiere's beauty m each flower that blows 

Around our nadve woodland wreathing, 
TLo memory of the brightest joys 

In childhood's happy mom that found as. 
Is dearer than the richest toys. 

The present vamly sheds around us. 

Kiow ye not, &a 



Ihesd renes were written at the request of his 4dstsr, wb» 
lo him from Ameriot for new words for the old Seotoh sir of 9aai^ 
1^ oi AldiTiUoch. 



LVHLCAL POEXS. H^ 

m. 
Oh, sister! when 'mid doubts aiid fcans, 

That hannt life's onward jouniey ever 
I tnni to those departed years, 

And that beloved and lonely river ; 
With rinking mind and bosom riven, 

And heart with lonely angmsh aching ; 
It needs my long-taught hope m heaven 

To keep this weary heart from biiiakiiig 1 

Know ye not, ilc. 



I f flbe mi foUt in t||c Slwninjj. 

I LOVE my love in the morning, 

For she like mom is fair — 
Her blushmg cheek, its crimson streak, 

It clouds her golden hair. 
Her glance, ite beam, so soft and kind ; 

Her tears, its dewy showers ; 
Ajid her voice, the tender whispering wiad 

That stirs the early bowers. 

II. 
1 love my love m the morning, 

I love my love at noon. 
For she is bright, as the lord of ligh;, 

Yet mild as antumu*s moon : 
Her beauty is my bosom's sun, 

Her faith my fostering shade^ 
Aud I will love my darling one, 

Till even the sun shall fjule. 



HI. 

I love mj lore in tho morningi 

I loTe'mj love at even ; 
Set mule's soil play is like the ray 

That lights the western heaven: 
I Un-ed her when the snn was high, 

I loved her when he rose , 
Bat best of all when evemng's sigh 

Was mnmmring at its dose. 



I. 

ypggn-v whistles the innd on tho shore 

Through the little wOloWi 
Bj'j wearilj drops tho boatman's oi;x 

On the calm bill6w: 
Tb sdlant there — although it sing 

80 freshly on the land; 
The fiMither shook from the wild duck's whig 

Scarce finds the strand! 
Then do not fear — ^np, maiden, and hoar 

The goshlDg blllpw; 
In tho deep* silent of the night 

Lie on yonr piHow, 
BcLt wake w*!:h the waking of the dayEght — 
ks fresh and as fair, and as blushixig and brigh:. 



" DnA nSght—dan night— the nf^ent of th« nigbU"— SWo^ov^ 
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ir. 

It ia uut pleasanter thus to steal 

&ec this irator — than on a doll bod, 

T\j toea in the wasting sun, and to feel 
The hearj aur orer joar head— 

For this kcon, elastic innd ? Look bock 1 

Hat how fleetly 

8t Mai/s nurets fade from our track — 

And how sweetlj 

The chime of its bells come o^er the ear 

With the rush of the Shann<»ktf wateri haml 

in. 

Oh S it is pleasant to mark the lark| 

When the dark brow of ni§^ !a otooriag^ 
€Bte greeting to the dawn — and— 4iark I 
Waked by the dashing of oor bark| 

'Ilut>ngh the green waves cai*eering^ 
The plorer and the shrill cnrlew 

Bound ns screaming^ 
fitartle thy silent shore, Terroe ! 

Where the beaming 
Of the nnshronded, mommg sun 
Ffaids pleasant scenes to smile npon I 

Ha noon! TheBaoe^is past! Tis tsven— 

Eh I see St ^on's isle— - 
With its high round towers and churches eWreOt 

Batibed in the erening's smile— 



• Tke IUm)»— t narrow part of the lower Shampoo, betweea Tarbe 
12;.*. Olo&derUw, where the tiile runs rapiclly. 
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AaxL deeper— And fainter — and fidnter sCiH 

That smile is growing; 

And uow the last flush is on &e hill--* 

Wasting and glowing; 

And now in the west there's a flickering bright—- 

"lis the trinmph of Darkness! the dea^ of Light. 



Now steal we nnder the drowsy shore— 
Oar tdl is done— our sailing o*erl 
How lovely thon lookest, young maiden, now 
Thy cheek is flashed — and on thy brow. 

White — soft — and sleek- 
One porple vein is fiiinily seen, 

like a thinstreak 
Of the Une sigr, shown throngh a silTer dondi 
Where the dim son lies in his morning shrondl 



M\tn ^M iDttIf f |[0]i9|[tt 0f tWi |(nm9 §bs« 



Vvaax filled with thoughts of life's jocng day, 

Alone in distant dimes we roam, 
And year on year has rbll'd away 

Gtace last we viewed oar own dear bomfi^ 
Oh, then, at erenin^s rilent boor, 
In chamber lone or moonli^t bowV, 
How sad, on memory's listening ear, 
Gome long lost voices sonnding 
Like the wild chime of village bells 
Qeard far fivrvLj in mountain dell! 
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II. 
l^it, oh I for him let kind hearts grioTe, 

His term of jonth and exile o'er, 
Who sees in life's declining eve, 

AV^ith alter'd eyes, his native shore I 
With aching heart and weaiy brain, 
Who treads those lonesome scenes again 1 
And backward views the sunnj hoars 
When first he knew those min'd bow'rSi 
And hears in every passing gale 
Some best affection's dying waiL 

ni. 
Oh, say, what spell of power serene 

Can cheer that hoar of shai-pest pain, 
And torn to peace the angabh keen 

That deepUer woands becaase in yain ? 
Tls not the thought of glory won, 
Of hoarded gold or pleasures gone. 
Bat one bright coarse, from earliest youth, 
Of changeless faith — anbroken troth. 
These tarn to gold the vapoors don 
That dose on life's descending son. 



larli, €rin! I^c ^last is JIoDm. 

Ears, Erin I tbo blast b blown on the heath, 
That sammons thy sons to conqnest or death ; 
The lines are all set in fearful array, 
And thon must be saved or ruin'd fonlav 
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Lflce the flood oi tho winter, resistless ftiiJ graiuLy 
Forth nuhed to tbe shock the strength of the Uuid ', 
ijid heart/ and rVee was tho ready halloo 
TLa£ anfwcted the call of Brian Bonu 

IL 

^'Ohf t»ist BOt that fiorm, so aged and dear, 
Azid the wfld crdudi of target and spear : 
Bdghl atarof the field and light of the hall, 
Our vnhi is snre if Brian shoold fall* 
Like the waves ot ihe west that burst on the ivx:!:, 
Tlie hosts at the morning rushed to the shock, 
Bat ere Ids last beam was (inonchM in the se^ 
Tlie Rarcn was qnellM and Erin was (reo. 

tIL 

Yet hQsh*d be the sonnd of trumpet and ib-um, 
And silent as death let victory come ; 
For he, at whose call the chieftains arose, 
AH bleeding and oold was found at the dose. 
And Erin is sad, though burst in her chain. 
And loud was the wail that rose o'er the plain ;. 
For victory cost more tears on that shore 
Than ever defeat or ruin before. 



c<< 



^t Ittrriest §ir)r An §nst| ot fret. 

L 

Ite merriest bird on bu^h or Cc^ 

Was BoUn of the grove. 
When, in tbe Jocund spring-t^me, he 
» Sang to his nestling; lovr. 
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(Jnknowing he the art to frame 

Methodic numbers tuHi 
Eat BB each yaried feeling came 
He wove it in his strain. 
With freedom gay 
He ponred his lay, 
Whfle hetfved his little breast of €s^ 
To rival all the woodland eh<»r. 

n. 
Upon a day, a luckless day, 

When drove the wintiy sleety 
Borne nrchins limed a willow spray 

To catch poor Bobin^s feet 
They sought, by measured rule and nafe^ 

To change his woodhmd strain, 
DOf re, mifJOf he heeded not, 
He never sung agdn 1 
His joy is o'er. 
He sings no more, 
Nor knows &e genial kindling thrill, 
That only freedom's chndiw feeL 

in. 

You, who would doll the poetfs fire^ 

With learning of the sdiools, 
Gay Fancy's feet with fetters tire^ 

And give to Genius rules. 
Had bounteous Nature's counsel hung 

Upon your will severe, 
Tom Moore had ne'er green Erin sao^, 

Nor Bums the banks of Ayr. 
O'er awed I ween 
Both bards bad been ; 
K(v diured to strike the simple lut^ 
la your majestic presence mute. 



\Zk LYiaCAK FOESSS 



'Sis, if is i\t §\mxnii ^\xtm. 



Ti8y it 18 the Shanium's stream 

Ikightlj gUmciiig, briglitlj ^andng, 
See, <^ see the rnddj beam 

Upon its waters dancing ! 
Tbns retnmed firom trard rain. 
Yean of exHe, jeaos of pain. 
To see old Shannon's face agam. 

Oh, the bliss entrancing ! 
Hail our own majestic stream, 

Flowing erer, flowing eyer. 
Silent in tiie morning beam, 

Onr own beloved river ! 



n. 

Fling thj rockj portals ^vide, 

Western ocean, western oceo:: 
Bend ye hills, on either side. 

In solemn, deep devotion ; 
While before the rising gales 
On his heaving surface sails, 
Half the wealth of Erin's valos^ 

With nndnlating motion. 
Hail, onr own beloved stream, 

Mowing ever, flowing ever 
Silent in the rooming beam, 

Onr own majestic river \ 
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ni. 
On thy bosom deep and wide. 

Noble river, lordly river, 
Royal navies safe might ride, 

Qreen Erin's lovely river I 
Proud upon thy banks to dwell. 
Let mo ring Ambition's kneD, 
Lured by Hope's illusive spell 

Again to wander, never. ^ 

HaU, our own romantic stream. 

Flowing evQr, flowing ever, 
SUent in the morning beam, 

Our own majestic river I • 

IV. 

Let me from thy placid course^ 

Gentle river, mighty river, 
Draw such truth of silent force 

As sophist uttered never. 
T)ius, like thee, unchanging still, 
With tranquil breast and ordered will, 
My heaven-appointed course fuMl, 

XTndeviating ever ! 
Hail, our own majestic stream, 

Flowing ever, flowing ever. 
Silent in the morning beam, 
. Our own delightf id river ! 



i mx ^Iswt I I am pna I 

Mt soul is sick and alone, 
No social ties its love entwine, 

A heart upon a desert thrown 
Fsaits not in solitude like mine : 
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Vot tiioagh the pleasant sunlight shine^ 
It show'd no form that I may own, 

Aud dosed to me is friendship's shrine t 
1 am alone I — ^I am alone ! 

IL 

It Is no joy for me 

To mark the fond and eager meeting 
Qffnends whom absence pined — and see 

The love-lit eyei speak oat thdr greeting 
For then a stilly voice repeating • 

What oft hadi woke its deepest moasy 
Starves my heart and stays its beadng : 

I am alone I — ^I am alone 1 

UL 

Why hath my sonl been ffven 

A seal to soar at higher things 
Than qniet rest— to sedk a heaven, 

And fall with scathed h^art i^id wings? 
Have I been blest ? The sea-wave dngi 

Tween me and all that was mine own ; 
I*ve fonnd the joy ambition brings 

And walk alone ! — and walk alone I 

XV. 

I have a heart : — Td live 

And die for hhn whose worth I knew— 
Bat conld not dasp his hand and give 

My foil heart forth as talkers do-^ 
And they who loved me— the kind few-* 

Bdieved me changed hi heart and tola 
And left me, while it homed as troi^ 

To live alone ! — ^to live akme I 



S0KKKT8* 



T. 



And Roh aha]] be mj daj 

Of lU^-Hmfiiended, cold, and dead. 
My hope aha]] alowly wear aTmy 

Aa all xu}- joong affectiona fltiJ-^ 
No kindred hand aliall grace mj head 

When life*a Uat flkskermg light b gooe 
Bot I ahaU find a aileni bed 

.^od die alone 1 — and die alone 



iUaOUWHSU VO PKlEMOt IS AMERICA, AND PRSPIXBO TJ CABFaSAWIliX 
aXK OP VRE TALES OF THE XORBTEH PBEnV-AU. 

BaoBBi^fiB' away— and late in life exiled — 
Whenever these scattered pages meet }t>ar g&acv 

niick of the aoenes where early fortune smilod — 
'Hie laud that was your home in happier days— 

Uie sloping lawn, to which the tired rays 

Of evening, stole o*er Shannon's sheeted flood— 

llie hills of Clare that m its soft*ning base 
Looked vapoor-like and dim — ^the lonely wood— 

The diflT-bonnd Inch — the chapel in the £^en, 
Where oft, with bare and reverent lodu, we stood^ 
To hear th' Eternal truths — ^the small duk m&ae 

Of the wfld stream that diipp*d the blossom'd plaiUy 
And toiling through the varied solitude^ 
Upraised its hundred silver tongues and batiblai pcttlsk 



L28 soNN£ia 

n. 

That home is desolato I onr quiet hearCih 

Is nunoiis and cold— and many a sight 
And many a sound are met of vulgar mirth, 

Where once your gentle langhter cheered the oightr 
It is as with your conntry. The calm light 
Of social peace for her is quenched too- 
Rude Discord blots her scenes of old delight, 
Her gentle yirtues scared away — ^llke you. 
Remember her when m this tale you meet 
The story of a struggling right— of ties 
Fast bound and swiftly rent— of joy— of pain- 
Legends which by the cottage fire sound sweet, 
Nor let the hand that wakes those memories 
(Li &int but fond essay) be unremembered then. 



ADDRESSED TO HIS NATn'E GLENS, AND PREFIXED TO TH2 

HALF SIR. 

L 

Slens of the West I the days are past and gone, 
ffinoe while the north wind howled amidst 3rour bowers, 
And hunying throngh its course of frequent showers. 

Sped, pale, 'mid winter showers, the southern sun ; 

Whoi the vext Shannon, rid by ruffian giles — 
Th&t whipped his foaming sides with tireless hand-^ 
Shook his white mane along the darkening strand. 

And bounded fiercely by the leafless vales ; 

Since when our turfen fire made glad the hearth, 
And shone on merry faces gathered near. 
With untaught song — light jest — and drowsy stoiy. 

Wo blessed the winter eve, witii gentle mu-th— 
Or in soft; sorrow lent a pensive ear, 
Vo tales of Brin's elder stroriirth wd faded glory. 



11. 

iaubition, abeenoo, death, have thinned the nnaber 
Of those who met beside jour evening fires ; 
Some, gathered to the ashes of our sires, 

Oa jonder sacred mount in silence slumber ; 

Some, scattered far, extend their longing hands 

Towards those lored shades and lonely walks, fn \^b^ 
For never shall your snn behold agun 

Their early footprints on your dewy lands — 

kod never more, withm ibsit rained gate, 
Shan their blithe voices cheer the hnsh'd domam 
Yet some are left to pace 3ronr dreary ways — 

Some cherished friends, in whose sweet circle late, 
Old joys came hoved^g round my heart again— 
Faiut echoes of the bliss we knew in early days. 



/J>DRESSED TO A FRIEND AND PREFIXED TO SUIL DKUV. 

I. 

I HOLD not out my hand in grateful love. 

Because ye were my friend, where friends wero &vr > 
Kor in the pride of conscious truth, to prove 

The heart ye wronged and doubted, yet was true- 
It is that while the dose and blinding veil 

That youth and blissfrd ignorance had cast 

Around mine inward sight, is dealing fast 
Before its strengthening vision — ^while the scale 

Falls from mine eye-balls — and the gloomy stroooL 

Of human motive, whitening in mj view. 
Shows dear as dew showers in the gi*ay mom beam — 
\Vhilc hearts. and acts, whose impulse seemed divinai 

Pat on the grossness of an earthlier hue— 
I stIH can g^se. and deeply still can honour thine. 
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n. 
Judge not your friend bj what he seemed, when Fate 

' Had crossed him in his chosen, cherished aim — ' 
When spirit-broken — baffled — amoved to hat© 

The very kindness that but made his shame 
More self-induced — ^he rudely turned aside 
_In bitter, hopeless agony from all 

Alike— of those who mocked or mourned his fall. 
And fence his injured heart in lonely pride. 

Wayward and sullen as suspicion's soul ; 

To his own mind he lived a mystery ; 
But now the heavens have changed — ^the vapours vxXL 
Far from his heart, and in his solitude, 

While the fell mght-mares of his spirit flee, 
He wakes to weave for thee a tale of joy renev^ed* 



Here by the shores of mine own sunny bay — 
Here in the shadow of my native bowers. 
Lot me wear out in sweet content those hours 
That bear me gently toward my dying day. 
Warring with earth's affections, till the gray 
Of age hath touched my haii', and passion fled 
Leaves hope and stingless memory by my bed. 
And thoughts of danger quelled, and passed awdv ; 
But there's a whispering fear within my breast 

That fills my mind with many a sad presage- 
That breaks hope's morning dream of peace and rest- 
That tells me I must never reach that tune, 

Of reverend virtue, of victorious age, 
Kat eedy die in youth, and stained bv suddea cdteie. 



S7JXS13. Vii 



^ J^rspittrt* 



L vcasxxx wftndoror in the haunts of song, 
Unloved, unknown,- 1 held mj course forlorn^ 
While sighing Echo on the soft wings boiTie, 

With shivering pinions bore my strains along. 

^d, ^tant as they heard, the listening throng 
Cheered on the unseen bard, but sad was 1 ; 
For none there vais to hear my pensive sigh, 

And passion in my heart was deep and strong ; 

I did not mgh for love — ^for I had given 

For some brief .date, my tender vows to faiaa > 

But yet I sighed for something like to love. 

For I was young, and summer lit the heaven, 
And gentle longings filled my anxious frame, 

As I sate all alone within that timeful grove. 



Bven hi that tune of song-bom loncUness. 

# • « « • 



|n ^nttintoiitt of I[is listen 

I. 

Oh, not for ever lost I though in our ear 
Those unoomplaming accents fall no more, 
And Eaith hajs won and never will restore 

TluKt fonn ttiat well-worn ^n^ef made doubl/ dflar^ 
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Oh, hot for evtr lost ! — ^thongh Hope may rear 
No more sweet visions in the future now, 
And even the memory of thy pallid brow 

Grows unfamiliar with each passing year. 

Though lonely be thy place on earth, and few 
The tongues that name thee on thy native plains^ 
^liere sorrow first thy gentle presence crossed, 

Aad dreary tints o'er all the future threw ; 
Willie life's young zeal yet triumphed in thy yeUls > 
Oh^ early fallen thou art ! — ^bct- not for ever hs^ 



TL 



If ti tbAt laud wiiere hope can cheat no moro, 
L&vish In promise — ^laggard ui fhlfillin^^ 
^Hiere fearless love on every bosom stealing, 

And boundless knowledge bii^ten all the shoco; 

It' ill that land — when life's cold toils are done 
And my heart lies as motionless as thme, 
i still might hope to press that h&nd in mine— 

My unoffending — ^my offended one I 

I would not mourn die health that flies my cheek, 
I would not mourn my dissappointed }'ear9— 
My vain heart mock'd, and worldly hopes o'ertiuowc^ 

Baw long to meet thee in that land of rest, 
Hor deem it joy to breathe in careless eara 
A tale of blighted hopes, as moumfil as tluiio own. 
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§mtoltiirt 

iw YOUTHFUL puT bj yirtuoiis love made oaCf 

Two fond hearts joked bj that 6weet unseen chai:: 
That donblea every joj— dividee each pain. 
Doth the sun look a lovdier sight npon ? 
Ay, let them land love's holhiess as they will, 
Its mfelt thrill to heavenly Miss allied, 
In the wrapt visions of poetiy porified ; 
It is earth-bom, cold, selfish, sensual stilL 
Oh, it is m the wide, benevolent feel, 

The limitless expanse of heart, embracing 
TMthin its nndistingnishing cunde, all. 
From the bisect to the fcUow-pilgrim, chasing 
Each lonely affection from die heart, we steL 
Of heavenly love some faint memorial. 



\ 



A WEiuiY time hath pass'd ^ce last we poiit^xl ) 
Thy gentle eye was Med nidi sorrow, asd 
I cUd not sp^d^ bnt pressed thy trembling baod* 

Even in that hoar of raptore, broken hearted, 

I have not seen thee since-^for then art changed 
lliere Sits a coldness on thy lip and brow-*- 
The look, the tone, the smile, are altered now 

And aU about, witiiin lliee, qnito estranged. 

I have not seen thee since---althoQgfa perchance 
Among the heartless and the vain, on me 

411 oddly conrtf ons lights thy lovely glance. 
Yet art then happier ? CHt, if such may be 

13ie love that Krionddiip vows — ^glve me again 

kTy faeirt; riy days of peace, my lute, anO listeafng piii:^ 



itf4 SCKKLTS. 

V^EY hast ibon lured me on, fend muse, to quit 
The path of plain dnll worldly sense, and be 
A wanderer throngh the realms of thonglit with tiiti9 

While hearts that never knew thy Tisitings sweet. 
Gold souls that mock thy qniet melancholy, 

Win their bright way np Fortune's glittering wheel ; 

And we sit lingering here in darkness still, 

Scorned by the bustling sons of wealth and folly ? 

Yet still thoQ whisperest in mine ear, " the day-— 
The day may be at hand when thou and I, 
(The season of expectant pain gone by), 

Shall tread to Jo/s bright porch a smiling way, 

And rising, not as once, with hnrried wing, 

To purer skies aspire, and hail a lovelier spring.*^ 



GboiLT it frown'd when first with shuddering mfad 
We saw the far-famed Cavern's dajiding ^^'omb, 
And for that vault of sOeuce and of gloom 

Left the fair day and smiling world behind. 

But what bright wonder hail'd our eyes ere long! 
The chrystal well — the sparry curtamed dome— 
The sparkling shafts that propp'd that cavem'd hOEtiff 

And vaults that tum'd the homdiest sounds to song^ . 
Oh, this, I thought, is sure a symbol phun 

Of that undreaded death, the holy die. 
Stem at the first and withering to the view ; «. 

But past that gate of darimess and of pain, 

What scenes of unimagmed rapture lie— . . 

^ch with cljrsian wAalth and splendour evec MW* . 
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Mntten in ^m in mo. 

V LOOSEO upon a dark and sallen sea 

Over whose shimbering wave the night's mists hnng^ 
I'm from the mom's gray breast a fresh wind sprung' 

And sought its brightening bosom jojoiislj ; 

Then fled the mists its quickening breath before; 
Thr glad sea rose to meet it-^and each ware 
Retiring from the sweet caress it gave, 

Made snmmer mnsic to the listening shore. 

So slept mj sonl, unmmdfbl of thy rdgn ; 
Bat the sweet breath of thy celestial grace. 
Hath risen — oh, let its qnickening spirit chase 

From that dark seat, each mist and secret stain, 

nil, as in yon dear water, mirroi'd fair, 

Ee&ven sees its own calm hnes reflected there. 



I. 

FoBGxvE me, Thou who formed that wondroas mindi 
Where shone Thy works with fairly minfored g^eaSi 

If thonghtlessly my lips with jest nnkind, 
Have dared to alight Thy handy-work in ISih, 
For what of pure delight the qnickening beam 

Of genras from his potent nnmbm east, 
Oqr grateftal praise *we owe ; and if its'dim' 

iuid wavering flame not heavenward bnmed at lasty 

la tratfa, we should not judge, but wait in sHence fasl 
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n. 



OK, bldsed Charity 1 Religion mild I 
Thy gentile smiles are never meant to wonnd ; 

No jest hast thon for Erroi^s helpless chOdy 
Bat holy tears and love without a bonnd — 
Thy constant TOtaries I — they are seldom fyund 

With baibed oensnre on their lips, bnt those 
Who' newly enter, on thy sacred gronnd, 

With little heed the thoughts of blame unclose 

And deem they loye thee, when they only wound thy fbes 



l^hitB Iff 8 ^tj^mk)! itm^. 

When May with all her blooming train 
Game o'er the woodland and the plain^- 
When mingling winds and waters made 
A murmuring music in the shade, 
I loved to hear that artless song— 
I loved to stray those groves among, 
And every sound of rustic pleasure, 
Waked in my heart an answering measura. 

But now no more that gentle scene. 
Of mellow light and freshening green. 
Seems lovely to my altered eye ; 
And that soft west wind, hastening by. 
Seems breathing near me fiunt and lovr-^ 
Some wamiug mrge, some song of woe. 

iiow have I loved at early mom 

Mntiea die dew topp'd the glistening thoio^^ 
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When o*er the hill th^* day-beam broke. 
And nature's plumed jiinstrels woke— 
To praise with them the wili'diyine 
That bade that glorious son to shine I 

That daj-beam bvms as brightly stSU, 
The wild birds charm the echoing hOl ; 
But light and song alike are yain 
To soothe a heart that throbs in pain ; 
And pale disease that scene sanreys 
V/ithout one languid smile of praise. 

Tlune was the gift, Almighty power I 
That brig] ten*d many a yonthfnl hour : 
Found joys in Winter's havoc drear, 
When heaven was dark and earth was berSy 
And raised the heart on secret wing 
To raptoro in the bloom of spring. 
That blessing Thon hast claimed again* 
And left me wrapped in lingering pain. 
Almighly power I the avUI was Thine, 
And this weak heart shall ne'er i-epine. 
In joy or grief, in good or ill, 
This tongnc shall praise Thy mercies sdUt 
Bat may that feeble praise be blest. 
And deeply felt, though ill confessed—- 
Blest in my o^vn awakened heed, 
Felt in the hearts of those who read 1 

Lost days of youth ! Oh, holy days, 

When joy was blent with prayer and pcis!&6 [ 

When tlJs sad heart, now deeply dyed 

With many a thought unsanctified, 

IVembled at eveiy venial stain, 

And shrank from sin, as now from pd2n I 
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Oh I not that oven in that hoar 
Of early reason's dawning power, 
My sonl was pure from thoughts of as^ 
But now so dai*k the past has been, 
That those first stains of young off&atx^ 
Wear the light hue of innocencel 

Departed spuit 1 often then. 
By peaceful fire in lonely gioa. 
Did thy matnrer reason shho^ 
. A guidance and a light to mli! >— 
Did thy maturer piety 
Awake some holy thoughts xn me. 
Late, wandering in those sQent ways, 
I thought upon our early dayr ; 
Ah 1 may I never fed agab, 
The pain that touched my jpirit then I 
For eveiy shrub and ever? tree, 
Spoke with a still reproach lo me ; 
And even the scene of bopsh crime, . 
8cem*d hallow'd by the light of timet 

What could my heart, m passion triod, ; 
If it could err, when by thy side ? 
Ambitious, there it would not dwell, 
We parted — ^and the faithless fell ; - 
We pai'ted — and the world since then 
Has learned the lesson o*er again, 
Tliat Vutne, humble, simple, fair, 
Is all the knowledge worth our carei 
That heavenly wisdom is a thing . 
Above tiie flight of reason's wing ; 
That human genius cannot sound . 
The depths ift which her truth is fotmd l 
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Whfle a poor peaflant's simple prayeri 

Will find her always watchbg there ; 

That hearts nntanght can learn her mleSi 

While far she flies from hmnan schools ; 

That learning oft is bnt a rod— 

That he knows all who loves his God, 

And every other eye is dim, 

Save theirs who hope and tmst in Him, 

Willing to serve is tmly free ; 

Obedience is best liberty; 

And man's first power-*a bended kneeu 

Twere vain to hope, if I oonld part 
Upon this page my bleeding hearty « 
Aiid to the yoimg enqmrer show 
How often knowledge ends in woe. 
Hearts would no more bj earth be riveOi 
And souls no longer lost to heaven* 
No 1 human pride and passion still : 
Will hold the reins of hmnan will; 
And even in passion's fierce excess, 
Find argument of hanghtiness 1 
Youth's budding virtues will be blighted^ 
The law of heaven forgot and slighted, 
Age follow age, yet, hurrying on. 
Trust no experience but its own. 
Yet it is something if we steal 
One spiiit from the dizzy reel, 
A few may wake, wh^ thousands, sleepy 
Millions may scoff, but one maj. weep 1 

Tis something, too, to think that, now. 
While I renew my infant vow, 
Thy gentle shade may "rvander near, 
Ind smile on each repentant tear ; 
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To find, as thus, I glance mine ^e 
Over those pages motirnfiillj, 
Something that might in former day% 
Haye won that Uameless spirit's praife^ 
Ah, it were all, if now at last 
This offering for eril past, 
Might pierce the ear of heavoa and wis 
Oblirion for that fistithless sin ; 
If thj pore, samtlj, fervent prayer, 
Might find a sweet acceptance there. 
And from that sacred home, on me 
Draw down the fire of charity ! 
That I might scatter, wide and fkr 
Mf Maker^s praise, from star to star. 
And joyons suig how He had smiledi 
Forgiveness on ffis erring child ! 



That all who heard that gi-ateful song 
Might learn to grieve for secret wrong, 
And turn tiieir hearts from joys of seosa, 
To holy praise and penitence ! 
Ah, sangoine hope ! not in an hour 
Can seal from passion wrest Ids power i 
Nor former scandals be removed, 
Tliongh those we teach be dearly looted* 
All the repentant sonl can do, 
Is still to toil and labonr through 
IIm renHM&t of life's shortening day, 
Asd for th^: tost to h^pe and pray. 
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$k^i fS^mdov, ^m. 



\ 
L 



SvrSET Taunton Bene ! thy smiling fiolis 

Once more with merry accents ling ; 
Oooe more reviying nature yields 

Hei tiibute to the smiling spring. 

The small birds in the woodland sin^, 
TLa ploughman turns the kindly green, 

And pleasure waves her restless wing 
Juzcng thy groves, Sweet Taunton De^ 

n. 

But peace abides with fihn alone 
Who rules with cahn, resistless pow^« 

Through all creation's boundless zone, 
From rolling sphere to gard^ flow^, 
Xor Ms m Spring the welcome shovrV 

Uawill*d of Hun, nor tempest blows, 
Nor wmd within the fragrant bow^ 

Qixt rend a leaf from summer rose. 

in. 

^/iieet Taunton Dene I oh, long abide 

In thy fair vale delights like these 1 
And long may Tone's smooth waters gl£ddi 

B/ smiling cots and hearts at ease ! 

Be thine the joy of rustic peace. 
Each sound that haunts the woodland joeoji 

And blithe beneath thy bowering trees 
The dance at eve, Sweet Taunton Dene 1 



1 
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giitttt to f onJiJim^ 

OOOIPOSED ON THE COACU, OH HIS WAY FBJAC LOfiDCXXJ* 

I. 

Adieu \ then pestilendal idr, 

Where death and pain reside- 
Where every brow is dark with care^ 

And every eye with pride 1 
Where vapours change the maiden hsie 

Of wmter's cloudless moon, 
And man^s unwinking eye may view 

The burning sun at noon 1 

n. 

And welcome 1 welcome, yc hflLs I 

Br^ht skies and varied plain I 
A msidng joy my bosom fills 

To see your tints agauL 
Here no deceitful ruin lurks 

Beneath the splendid show, 
But God unrols His glorious works 

Around me as I go. 

m. 

Health breathes in every pasong gaJjQ 

That shades my parted hair ; 
I bid the western bree^^ hail 
. With laughing forehead bare. 
They tell me of my native plfuns— 

They whisper of my home, 
And the freshening blood within my veins 

Runs gaity while I roam^ 
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IV. 

Away, away, fair Tannton Dene 

Lies nearer to the West ; 
Now fast o*er Hoimslow's fading sceao 

Night draws his gloomy vest. 
Now, while I watch the tiny beam 

Shot from each beauteous star, 
I think of Ireland and of him 

Who reads their lore afar. 

V. 

TIs mom — and I am fai* away 

From London's smoky den, 
And mark the light of breaking day 

'Mid Nature^s haunts again ; 
1 hear her hedge-notes sweetly trilled 

Still hurrying Bw]£t along. 
And like an organ newly filled 

My bosom swells with song. 

VI. 

For who can see the mommg shine 

And view these blushing skies, 
Nor think of Him whose love divine 

Still bids that sun arise ? 
rfis eve — ^and for the noisy town 

'Mid walks of silent green, 
I turn to see that sun go down 

On lovely Taunton Dene. 

• 

There, gating on the smiling West 

I stay my wandering feet, 

And gentlest feelings fill my brees^ 

And siTeetest pi^es beat. 
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For far bdjond that woodland sceBe^- 

Beyond that grassy lea, 
I think of all that lies between 

That setting star and me. 

vin. 
Oy absence 1 that like death doth make 

The friends jon take more dear ; 
How sad were life for their sweet sake, 

Bnt Hope stays whispering near. 
Still pomting to the exiled heai*t 

That heavenly-promised shore, 
Where friends i^all meet '' no mora to part^-^ 

To mingle tears no more." 



I. 

My spirit is of pensive mould, 

I cannot langh as once of old, 

When i^rting o er some woodland soecd 

A. child I ti*od the dewy green. 

n. 
I cannot sing my raeny lay, 
As in that past unconscious day ; 
For time has laid existence bare. 
And shown me sorrow lurking lliere. 

m. 
I would I were the lonely biDeze 
That mourns among the leafless trees, 
That I might sigh from mom till nig^ 
(Ver vanished peace and lost ddij^C 
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IV. 

I would 1 were the heavy showery 
That Ms in spring on leaf and bowV, 
That I might weep the liVe-long d^y 
For ening man and hope's decay. 

V. 
For an the woe beneath the smi| 
For al) the wrong to virtue done, 
For everj lonl to falsehood gain'd| 
jTor every heart by evil stain'd. 

VI, 

For man by man in durance held. 
For early dreams of joy dispell'd, 
For all Uio hope the world awakes 
In youthful hearts and after brealuk 

vn. 
But still, though hate, and fitiud, and stciiL 
Have stain'd the shining web of life, 
Sweet Hope the Rowing woof renews, 
In an its old, enchanting hues. 

VIII. 

Flow on, flow on, thou tdiining stream I 
Beyond life's dark and chang^ dreani^ 
There is a hope, there is a joy, 
This faithless world can ne'er desitxoy. 



Gigh on, sigh on, ye genUe itdnds 1 . 
For stableas hearts and falthfbl mindj| 
There is a lilliM abiding true,. 
'^tuX sEaQ not pass and die nke yJiL 

L 
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SUno on, shine on, thon glorious smi 1 
When Daj his latest course has ran, 
On sinless hearta shall rise a light 
That ne'er shall set in gloomy night. 



f ints 0n s f abs's SM §ox. 

I. 

Read ye the casket's histoiy, 
Lay not the simple trinket bj, 
Bnt see those varions signets met, 
O'er the enamelled snrface set : 

For hearts that fed 

In every seal 
Can find a theme of grief or ^ee 
That careless eyes may never see. 



Read ye the casket's history, 
I^et Fancy turn the leaf for thoe — 
Here is a seal that brought; afar 
Tidmgs of joy from scenes <^* war ; 

A mother sighed 

For her periled pride, 
A maiden mourned her idle tcoth, 
And this brought sudden hlisa to bodL 
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in. 
This tells a tale ofdi-earicr mood— 
A bride beside the altar stood ; 
What force compeU'd his cold delay 
The bridegroom never came to saj. 

This signet came 

To clear his fame, 
Its hne was blasting to her sight, 
Foi« it was black as death and night I 

IV. 

Here is a crest and here a shield 
Widi hononrs thronged upon ite field, 
iJoth m heraldic lustre bright, 
Both boasting high of princely right, 

Their owner's daun 

A bloody fame ; 
Jne feU m fight on Cress/s plam, 
And on^— cut steaks m Warwick-lane. 



V. 



fiow many hearts these toys have chm»d~ 

Or with a sudden rapture fiU'd 

What tales of joy or sorrow spoken— 
What misery healed or bright hopes brokea I 

My song should dwell 

O'er long to tell, 
Though many a pajssion deep might bo, 
^Vwakened m then- histoi^^ [ 

VL 

X fciow a casket, (guess you where ?) 
*med with sweet thoughts and feeUngs rue, 
A ncher and a sunpler one 
For poet's thoughts to dwe?? apoa 
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A meeter theme 

For minstrel dream, 
Upon whose glowing surface ydt 
^Or do I err?) no sealis set 

vn. 

Oh, bid me name a hand to pkee 
On that soft heart the first de^ ttt» 
And his it shall be in whose eye 
A soft and gentle dignily ; 
A healthfnl cheek, 
And smiles that speak ; 
A voice whose memory hannts the esTf 
And MI deep flashmg eyes sre dear. 

VHL 

Let joys that time may neyer dim 
Share like thine own kind looks for hid 
Who first the dear impression ir«akeS| 
And withered be the hand 'Jui breekl ; 

Let life glide by 

All peacefully, 
TOl on that sinless kv)\7 of thible 
The signet ^i'the blest shall sfaliiaL 



% $axttini. 



MxKRY hours will fleeti 

Friends that love most aer/eTt 
Oft in joy we meet, 

Xo part IB tears for evor 



2IISJELLANEOU8 POSliS. 149 

Mkiy & word is said^ 
' Aiid dianged as soon as spoiksi t 
!Cmy a yow is made 
OqI/ to be broken. 

n. 

Ufb is like a glass 

O'tff wfaose stu&ce Reaming, 
Briffiaiit shadows pass, 

Bat \%m as childliood*8 dre&mS:igt 
Ooold wo find the art 

To fix the flying splendonry 
One I know my h^ut 

Never wonld snrrender. 

SL 

1\5 a k>rely shade I 

Paint it while it lingeins, 
£re it fail and &(ie, 

Ere the wasting fingers 
Of the haggard Time, 

The blasting and consuminj^, 
Tonch its tendief prime, 

And wither all its blooming 

IV 

Pahit a fitting form 

In royal halls to wander. 
With woman's softness wami} 

With dignity beyond her ; 
Think a yonthfol Queen 

Tarries while jo^. trace lt| 
'TIS a shape and mein, 

To fill a thi'one and grdce It. 
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V. 

Pain: a blushing cheek 

Filled with healthfnl beaa^% 
Ready smiles that speak 

Of peace and chei-ished duty : 
Eyes tiiat shift and shine 

With a fnll, deep meaningi 
Clouded cnrls that twine, 

A snnny forehead screening. 

VL 

Pdat a blooming lip 

V^ Unshmg softness s^neUIa^i 
Vvliere mirth and kindness koep 

An mdiyided dwdling. 
The charm is wanting s^ 

That on that soft lip Irngtr/d, 
And the ready skill 

That haunts those taper finger::^ 

VIL 

Meny hours will fleet, 

Friends that love must sever, 
Oft In joy we meet 

To part in tears for over. 
But in absence, warm. 

Upon this heart redining 
I will keep that form 

Of memory's fond designiuiir. 

Oft in lonesome eyes. 
When the light is dying, 

And the shivering leaves 
In all the woods are ^ighmg ; 
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}fancj will restore, 

Those, well-remembered hour^ 
I1iat romantic shore, 

And those forsaken bowers. 



IX. 

Fate may frown her worst^; 

I no more will fear it, 
Let her thmider bnrst, 

I win smile to hear it \ 
Iff when life shall fleet, 

A sinless death be giTeOi 
And a hope to meet 

Hearts like thine in heaven. 



UXKS ADDBBSSKD TO A TOUNG LADT OK BIADOCa A FOeXtOSi 

HXBS ADDRESSED TO DEATB* 

Oh, maj the burden of thj song 
Forbear the gentle minstrd long. 
But when all jojs for which we live, 
Baye those alone which goilt can give- 
When all thine early hopes are woo, 
And love and friendship long thine own s 
Then, with those loye-knots sofrlj riveo. 
With all thy virtues ripe for heayen ; 
Then, looking calm to joys aboye, 
And leaving peace with all yon love. 
Pass gently like an evening wind, 
And ?e6yc no broken hearts behind* 
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^mas&m for a ([,v:^ 



It was not dug from chamel deep^ 
It was not hewn from quarried steep. 
Bat sweedj filled its covering dnn 
Beneath wann India's bnrning ^nn ; 
li^iat Ljdia might' the shell receire. 
Li meuLOiy of that parted ere. 



Ah, still when each letnrning Maj, 
Restores sweet friendship's opening day^ 
Remember those descending showerSi 
And lovely lUchmond's drooping bowerc ; 
And welcome then to thee and thine , 
The Maj-daj gnest of twen^-nine. 



By lonely Dnnloh's echoing lal^es, 
By wild Glengariff's rocky brakes^ 
By old Askeyton's cloister sdO^ 
By sweet Bingmii^lan's leafy li^ 
.^ad by tiiat wild and d^led shpft 
liliat hears the ronjBed A^antic ioar| 
fiemem|[)er lum who gives the she^ 
And keep it long and j^ard it w^ 
Devote — in Friendship's name tojb^ 
And thine— oh, fair Fidelity 
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|in|r0in|{tn, 



XHC SSSHKO AN I&IS FORMED BY THE SPRAT OF THB OCEAIT &Jl 

MILTOWNUALBAT. 

Oh, snn-ooloiired breaker I when gazing op &6d 

I think of the eastern stoij, 
How beauty arose from the fcam of the J^— 

A creature of light and of glorjr. 
Bat, hark ! a hoarse answer is sent from thd winSy 
" No — ^Vcnus wa^ iiever my dangfjtecr:- 
^^ To golden-haired Ins her bmg I gayei 
'^Ikhold where she shines o'er the >vator.** 



The dismal j^e^ and cypress tfiil, 

Wave o'er the church-yard lone, 
Where rest our friends and fathers dU, 

Beneath the funeral stone. 
Unvexed in holy ground they sleep, 

Oh, early lost ! o*er thee 
No sorrowing friend shall ever wee]). 

Nor stranger bend the knee. 
Mo diuma I lorn am I ! 
Hoarse dashing rolls the salt sea wave, 
Over our perished darliug*s grave. 

• It Ii a onstom among the peasautry in iome parts of Iiel&nd, whe:;i 
any member of a family has oeen lost at sea (or in any other vmi) 
wUflh renders the performance of the customary funeral lite hnpos* 
sible), to celebrate the *' wake,'* es&dtly lu the sMue way as if th; 
oomse were actoallv Present t. 



\SA, MISCELLANEOUS POEIilS. 

II. 

Tlie winds the sullen deep that toro 

His death song chaunted loud, 
The weeds that Ihie the Cllfted shore 

Were all his bmial shroud ; 
For fHendlj wiul and holy dirge 

And long lament of love, 
Around him roared the angry surge. 

The curlew screamed above. 
Mo chnma I lorn am I, 
My grief would turn to rapture now, 
Mij^t I but touch that pallid brow. 

in. 
The stream-bom bubbles soonest burse, 

That earliest left the som*ce : 
Buds earliest blown are faded first, 

In Nature's wonted course; 
With guarded pace her seasons creep, 

By slow decay expire, 
The young above the aged weep, 

The son above the sire : 
Mo chuma I lorn am I, 
That deatli a backward course should hold, 
To smite the young and spare the old 



I. 

T&E world has run one chequei'ed round 

Within its airy ring. 
Since thou, unfolding fiower I hast found 

The light of life's 90ft spring. 



) 
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n. 

Thy parents were my Mends in jo/i 

My Mends in sadness long, 
And DOW, to greet their rosy bo/i 

I bring my birth-day song. 

III. 

I)y many a shore and mountain wihi^ 

Lone lake and cheerful bowei, 
We wove a tie, beloved child, 

To bless a distant hour. 

IV. 

We staid not on the threshold oold, 

Of strange and Imgering form, 
Bat pressed to friendship's inmost hoU, 

With tmstmg hearts and warm. 



V. 

Pediaps — ^because I wrote of tmth, 
They deem'd I loved he? top. 

And painting forms of generous jox^ 
I was the iMng I di'ew. 

VL 

For soon thdr hearts were bound Co ae, 

In feeling deep and sure, 
Like old friends lost m infancy, 

And found in life mature. 

VIL 

llie light of earth's uncertain skies, 
Not yet its quickening flood, 

Had sent into tiiose genSe eyes, 
Dark, unexpanded bud ! 
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VIII. 

When, in an hour of joy aereu^ 

A. kindly promise camei 
That now, my yomig and love! Uogaody 

Is broken in thy name. 

IX. 

Vet ne*er for that unheeding tsiroi 

Of fidurndsfaip's first excess, 
2£Joce fiuntly mine to them shall bani| 

Nor thou be loved the less. 

VHiene'er tUno altered n«me I hear, 
My hj9iirt may monm, 'tis true ; 

A Ifxtesn reproach mnst grieve mine eu^f 
^d wholesome warning too, 

XL 

For oft I think, *mid lone9ome hoars, 
By mght fmd lulence s|irred-r 

Whene'er TUunk on those lo$Kt hours, 
^d that forgotten woi^ 

XII. 

lliat had they foimd this heart whoa td^ 
The heart their fancy dreamed, 

And had long knowlec^ jnstifiedi 
What trostmg friendship deemed. 

XIII. 

n&t pledge might be remembered nsWf 

That confidence the sam^ 
And, sign of altered feeling tbooi 

Ead*st borne another name. 
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XIV. 

But for let waking reason keep 

Each indolent regret ; 
And while she hoards the lesson deep 

The useless grief forget. 

acv. 

Kow many a month has rolled ftn>^y 

Dear boy, for ns and yon, 
And closed are all those scoficM 90 jgLf, 

And changed thdr actors to6 1 

Bat let me tmn from thoughts Uka Cild^ 

And change my song to joy, 
And riiyme for thee a prayer of peaod^ 

Ohj sinless, angel boy I 

xvn; 

Fair virtue gnidei my young Eugoas, 

With footing firm and tm^' 
And keep his brc^t from sorrow kclba;' 

His foet from wandering too I 

xvni. 

Wasoy divine I^^if changing fote 

Rave in his pathway w3d r . 
iLiJtB strong thine aim to lihield K^ ststo' 

Oh, save this infant child t 






158 insGEUJkNEODS pornis 



^tossei tff a Jrimb. 
I. 

What I passed away I those happj honrs 
When Bwanj friendship yet was new, 

When love's own mnsic filled those bowers 
And joy's bright son broke dazzling thioa^ 

n. 

Ah, no 1 the spuit is not fled 

That woke that brief, admiring rhyme, 
Nor feeling cold — ^nor memory dead — 

Though changed, alas t are place and time. 

lU. 

Ah, no ! if yiyid dn»ms at night. 

If keen remembrances by day. 
Can fetter Times undring flight, 

Those moments are not passed away. 

IV. 

Dear scenes ! where oft my spirit qoaffei 
Life's sodal joy from genial springs ; 

Bweet lime I when Fleasu^. ronnd ns lau^ei. 
And freely waved his golden wings. 

V. 

Ah, does this worthless heart forget 
Those moments now so sadly sweet, 

Nor mnsing on their memory yet. 
With lonesome feelings wildly beat ? 



•<*— ■ 
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VI. 



I bnow the thoughts that die unsiiiig 
To many speak a heart untnio, 

Thay Uunk when silence chains the tongue 
The soul must be forgetful too. 



vu. 



Vet, trust me, Memor/s warmest sighs 
Are often breathed in moments lorn — 

And many a feeling thought will rise 
And in the bosom die unborn. 



vm. 



No— Friendship does not always sleep, 
Though somclimes she may mourn aloue^ 

Nor sympathy less kindly weep, 

Though oft her tears have fallen unknown. 



®n $uUmg lam ^sntpnnlss in a f alms's (SnlnxL 



Oh, weeds will haunt the loveliest scone 

The summer sun can see, 
And clouds wiU sometimes come between 

The truest fiiends that be. 
And thoughts unkind will come percbanco, 

And haply words of blame, 
For pride is man*s inheritance, 

And ft^Hty is his name. 
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II. 

Vot while I pace this leafy vale, 
That Dorsed thine infancy — 

And hear in every passing gale 
A whispered sonnd of thee. 

My 'nighted bosom wakes anew, 
To Feeling's genial ray, 

And each dark mist on Memory's viavr 

* Melts into light away. 



m. 

The flowers that grace this shaded spot»« 

Low, lovely and obscnre — 
Are like the joys thy friendship brought—' 

Unboasted, sweet, and pitro. 
Now withered is their antomn blow, 

And changed theur simple hue. 
Ah I mnst it e*er be mine to know 

Their tjrpe is faded too? 



IV. 

Yet should those well-remembered hours 

Return to me no more. 
And — ^like those culled and faded flowen^ 

Their day of life be o*er— 
In memory's fragrant shrine concealed, 

A sweeter joy they give. 
Than aught the world again can yield 

Or I again receive. 
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SltiU »vt]ii% ot Sfe«tlmA'» ^tm^ 



Thet speak of Scotland's heroes old. 
Straggling to make their country f ree. 

And in that hour my heart grows cold. 
For Erin J then I think of thee ! 

They boast their Brace of Bannockbuni, 
Their noble knight of EllersHe ; 

To Erin's sons I proudly turn — 
My country^ then I smile for thee. 

m. 

They boast, tho* joined to England's povrer j 
Scotland ne'er bowed to slavery ; 

An equal league in danger's hour — 
My oountry, then I weep fov thee. 

IV. 

And when they point to our fair Isle, 
And say no patriot hearts have we ; 

That party staias the work defile — 
My country, then I blush for theo> 

▼. 

But Hope says, " blush or tear shall a^^- . 

Sully approving Fame's decree." 
When Freedom's word her bond shall ■®vef-^ 

3It countiy. then 111 joy in thee. 

IS 
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VI. 



Ihkt oh I be Scotiand honoured Isa^ 
Be enyy ever far from me, 

My itople lay meant her no witnig— 
Lly coontry, it waa but fixr thes I 



K amxm ubjjsd, iaid to bb mianiMBs yibibui oh teb tbboz 

OV TBS WBtCnV HQBOEOir, IN THB ATLAMTIO^ 
VBOM TBB XSLS8 OF ABBAH. 



On the ocean that hoUovs the rocks wherd ^'e dweU, 
A shadowy land has appeared, as they tell ; 
Men thought it a region of smishine and reiBt, 
And they called it 0*Brazil, the Isle of the Bleet» 
From year nnto year, on the ocean's blue rim, 
The beautifid spectre showed lovely and dim ; 
The golden clouds curtained the deep where it kj, 
And it looked like an Eden, away, fiir away ! 

A peasant who heard of the wonderful tak. 
In the breeze of the Orient loosened his sail 
From Ara, the holy, he turned to the west, 
For thougk Ara was holy, O'Brazil was bloeC 
He heard not the voices that called from the i 
lie heard not the rising wind's menacing roar; 
tlome, kindred, and safety he left on that day. 
And he sped to O'BraziL away, far away f 
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III. 

Horn roso on the deep, and tliat shadowy Isle, 
0*er the faint rim of distance reflected its smile ; 
Noon bnmed on the wave, and that shadowy shose^ 
Seemed lovclily distant, and faint as before : 
Lone evening came down, on the wanderer's trad:. 
And to Ara again he looked timidly back ; 
Oh I far on the rerge of the ocean it lay, 
Yet the Isle of the Blest was away, far away ! 

Rash dreamer, return ! ye winds of the majn, 
Bear him back to his own peaceful Ara again ; 
Rash fool ! for a vision of &ncifBl bliss. 
To barter thy calm life of labour and peace. 
The warning of reason was spoken in yain. 
He never re-visited Ara again ; 
l^ght fen on the deep, amidst tempest and spray, 
And he died on the waters, away, far away I 

To you, gentie friends, need I pause to reveal, 
The lessons of pmdonce my verses conceal ; 
How the phantom of pleasure seen distant in you^ 
Oft lures a weak heart from the drde of truth. 
All lovely it seems like that shadowy Isle, 
And the eye of the wisest is caught by its smile ; 
But, ah ! for the heart, it has tempted to stray, 
From the sweet home of duty, away, far away ! 

VI 

Poor friendless adventurer I vainly might he 
Look back to green Ara, along the wild sea ; 
But the wandermg heart has a guardian above, 
Who, though erring, remembers the child of hSa k78« 



^/ 



1§4 IQSCELLANEOUS POESfd. 

Oh, who at the profi'cr of safety would spnni 
When all that he asks, is the will to return ; 
To follow a phantom, from day unto day, 
And die in the tempest, away, far away I 



SEEN OFF THE CLIFFS OF MOHEB, IN THE COUNTY OF CLA3B. 

White bird of the tempest ! oh, beautiful tiung, 
With the bosom of snow, and the motionless wing ; 
Now sweeping the bfllow, now floating on high, 
Now bathing thy plumes in the light of the sky ; 
Now poising o'er ocean thy delicate form. 
Now breasting the surge with thy bosom so warm ; 
Now darting alofl, with a heaveidy scorn. 
Now shooting along, like a i*ay of the mom ; 
Now lost in the folds of the doud-curtained dome. 
Now floatmg abroad like a flake of the foam ; 
Now silently poised o'er the war of the main. 
Like the spu*it of chaiity, brooding o'er pain ; 
Now gliding with pinion, all silently fm'led, 
Like an Angel descending to comfort the world 1 
Thou scem'st to ray spuit, as upward I gaae. 
And see thee, now clothed in mellowest rays ; 
Now lost in the stonn, driven vapours that fly, 
Like hosts that are routed across the broad skj \ 
Like a pure spirit true, to its virtue and faith, 
'Mid the tempests of nature, of passion, and death S 

ITise I beautiful emblem of purity I rise 
On the sweet winds of heaven, to thine own brilliaut sfdds 
Still higher ! still higher 1 till lost to our sight, 
Thoa hidest thy wings in a mantle of light ; 
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>tjid I think how a poro spirit gassing on thea, 
Must long for the moment — ^the joyous and fit» 
When the soul, disembodied from nature, shall spring. 
Unfettered at once tu her maker and king ; 
When the l)right day of service and snffering past, 
Shapes, faii-er than tlune, shall shine round her at hff^ 
While the standard of battle triumphantlj furled, 
She snules like a victcor, serene on the w;>rld I 



fast %xm. 



Yi£, there is the dwelling, the warmth of the yesr 
Still lives in each blossom that flomishes here ; 
Yes, there is the dwelling, but lonelj it seems, 
As a land in whic.li fancy stalks silent in dreams, 
The door-way that welcomed the guest to the ball. 
The creepers that whispered along the white wall ; 
Each sweet of the summer smiles tenderly there, 
But where are the fingers that drcss'd them ? oh where ? 

a. 

Ah, true to remembrance I Ah, true to the thought, 

Deep hid in my heart, of that love-lighted spot ; 

Ay, there are the flower*bordered paths where we walked, 

And there are the greves where we listened and talked f 

AH lonesomely blooming I I look, but in vain. 

For A symbol of light in the qniet domain ; 

The lawn where the children have gamboird Is there, 

But where are the innocent faces ? oh where ? 
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III. 

Yes, there is the window that looked to the flood; 
But where are the friends bj the casement that stood, 
And told mo how sweet as he snnk to his^rest, 
Was the smile of the sun from the donds of the west ? 
How bright on the river his blushing Lght falls, 
How spectral in distance those time-shattered walls, 
And the hearts that to mine tamed fervently there, 
And the minds that to mine were an echo — oh where? 



IV. 

rrie I — Ufe 13 bat short and possession onsnre ; 
Religion maj teach as that we should endure ; 
Bat oh I there are moments when feeling will speak. 
When nature is mightj and reason is weak ; 
When selfishly sinUng our bosoms will mourn 
0*er joys that are gone and can never return ; 
And whisper in ignorance, fearful and drear, 
Wliere now are the days that have left us ?-— oh wbee^ 



V. 

LL&y He in whose keeping are sorrow and joy, 
Tile kindly to save, and die just to destroy. 
Give light to our spirits in moments so dim. 
For those are the trials that tarn us to Him. 
Tdere may be a time, when the bosoms that here, 
Let sigh o*cr die wrecks of the vanishing year. 
Say whisper in joy round the foot of His throne, 
Tsvu well that our dwelling looked dreaiy and lonel^ 
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^\tWBittA of % ^ffinet 



DA2SXE88 is on the waye — 

The sea heaves slng^hlj, 
The wmds are in their care, 

Blnmbering silently. 
Dun is the seaman's track, 

Uncheered by starry ^ow. 
And all above is black — 

And li^^tless all below. 

n. 

Two ships are on the sea — 

No need of wind have they^ 
To speed them rapidly 

Forth on their watery way. 
Like creatnres of the deep, 

They ply thdr forward conzse^ 
lireaking old Ocean's •sleep 

With heavy sounds and hoarsa 

m. 

Look through the darkling yeil-^ 

Night hangs upon the wave— 
Death's own eternal pale — 

The nniyersal grave I 
Mark yon taU bark — ^the din 

Of Hfe that is about her — 
Love, Hope, and Mirth are in, 

And Ruiu is without hfsr, 
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TV. 

ToaCh Is BiTxmbering there, 

And Age — as beantiM — 
linsh'd is the heart of Cai^— 

Beaaty's love looks are dnll — 
Here young Hope^s honey bredth« 

The waJidng foyer qnaffih^ 
And yonder, see ^irhere deaA 

SatB on the w&v^ iLcd laaghs I 



The veaseb near I — ^they ply — 

lliey meet — ^that &te hath caoght her : 
A sadden crash — a cry ! 

A wail above the water— 
A hiss of qnenohing flam&^i^ 

A rush of billows &a heiw- 
The hungry waves are tame-^ 

The sea is smooth upon her. 



VL 

k vdce is on the deep — 

Hoarse is the whirlwind's lnng»— 
riie sea starts from her sleep, 

And lifts her billowy tongqes - 
' A sorrow for the dead I 

Friend— -conntryman— tod strsagsr*- 
And a curse for him who fled 

His fellow-men in danger 1* 
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Wit ^isiix ai €\miji. 

T. 

b£E oz.ce was a lady of honour and wealth, 
Bright gloVd on her foatorce the i*oaea of healtii , 
Her vesture was blended of silk and of gold. 
And her motion shook perftime from every fold : 
J oy revell'd around her — ^lore shone at hei side. 
And gay was her smile, as die ^ance of a bride ; 
And hght was her step, in the mirthHSonndiiig haO, 
When she heard of the danghters of Vincent do FaoL 

a 

She felt in her spirit the 'summons of grace, 
That call'd her to live for the suffering race ; 
And, heedless of pleasure, of comfort, of home, 
Rose quickly, like Mary, and answered " I come 1" 
8ho put from her person the trappings of pride. 
And passed fi'om hei* home, with the joy of a bride f 
Nor wept at the threshold, as onward she moved, 
For her heart was on fire, m the cause it approved* 

m. 

Lost ever to fashion — to vanity lost, 
That beauty that once was the song and the toast 
No more in the b&U-room that figure we meet, 
But, gliding at dusk to the wretches retreat 
Forgot in the haUs is that high-sounding name. 
For the Sister of Charity blushes at fiune ; 
FoTgoi are the claims of her riches and birth. 
For BbA barters for heaven, the glorr of earth. 



I 
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IV. 

Those (bet that to music XKild graoefhllj moie, 

Now bear her alone vya the mission of lore ; 

Those hands that once dangled the perfume and goniy 

Are tending the helpless or lifted for them ; 

That voice that once echoed the song of the vain, 

Now whispers relief to the bosom of pain ; 

And the hair that was sliining with diamond and peoii^ 

Is wet with the tears of the penitent gu*L 

V. 

Her down-bed a pallet — her trhikets a bead, 
Her Instre— one taper ttiat serves her to read ; 
Her scolptore — ^the cmcifix nail*d bj her bed, 
Her paintings— one print of the thorn-crowned heal 
Her cushion — ^the pavement that wearies her knees, 
Her music — ^the psalm, or th^ sigh of disease ; 
The delicate ladj lives morticed there, 
And the feast is forsaken fbr fasting and prayer 

VL 

Yet not to the sendee of heart and of mind, 
Are the cares of that heaven-minded vir^ oonfined ; 
Like Him whom she loves, to the mansions of grie^ 
She hastes with the tidings of joy and relief 
She strengthens the weary — she comforts the weak. 
And soft is her voice in the ear of the sick ; 
Where want and affliction on mortals attend, 
llie Sister of Charity Ckere is a friend. 

VII. 

Unshrinking where pestil^ce scatters his breath, 
Like an angel she moves, *mid the vapour of death ; 
Where rings the loud musket, and flashes the swords 
Untearifie; she walks, for she follows the Lord. 
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How sweedy she bends o'er each plague-tainted hx 
With looks that are lighted with holiest grace 
How kindly she dresses each suffering lunb| 
For she sees in the wounded the image of Him. 

• 

vm. 

IVhold her, ye woridty I behold her, ye yun I 
"Who shrink from the pathway of Tirtne and pab ; 
Who )deld up to pleasure your nights and yom* dtLySf 
ForgetM of sendee, forgetful of praise. 
Ye lazy philosophers— self-seeking men — 
Ye fireside philanthropists, great at the pen. 
Bow stands in the balance your eloqnence wdghed, 
'Vnth the lifb and the deeds of that high-bom miOd? 



|tor lisgbt 



B9USBBSBB OV TEM FBBSmTATIJV AXB UBSUUKB OBDKBf OV MUSB 

Of IBELUID, WmCH AEK DBTOTKO OBISn.T TO THB 

KD73ATX01f or THB POOB. 



TwAS the gaxden of Ghristeodom, tended with cez^ 
Ev'ry flowret of Eden grew peaosliiUy there ; 
When the fire of the spoiler on Lombardf blazed. 
And the Moslemin shoat in the desert was raised, 
And high o*er the wreck of a fearnitricken worid, 
The standard of hell to the winds was unfhried, 
!Calth, bleeding returned to the land of the west, 
And with Science, her handmaid, sou&^ht shelter and vesi, 
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n. 

NVith a warm \mnk of weLcome that shelter was gtveo ; 

Ilcr breast open'd wide to the envoj of heaven ; 

In the screen of her bowers was the stranger concealed, 

nil her pantmgs were hushed and her braises were he>iiI'cL 

From the hall of the High, to the sheiling afar, 

All echoed her g^oij, all greeted her star ; 

In the depth of our glen, were her secrets adored, 

And our moimtain shone out in the light of the Lor^L 

in. 
Ve ivy-dad relies, resounding no more 
With the swell of the anthem from sh(m unto shore 
Ye e^rags of the ocean, ye caves, in whose gloom 
The ssiDt found a home, and the martyr a tomb : 
Ye arrows of vengeance, forgot in the quiver. 
Ye deathnshouts of enmity silenced for ever, 
Ye roods of the wilderness Iioaiy with years. 
Ye knew of her triumph — ye know of her tears. 

IV. 

Ye speak of that tame when the cells of the west 
Gave voice after voice to the cboir of the blest ; 
When a breathing of (Mra/r m the desert was heard| 
And the angel came down, and the waters were stirri 
Wlien the church of the isles saw her glories aiiso— 
Golnmba the dove-like, and Carthage the ^^ise ; 
And the sehod and the temple gave light to each shxe, 
From clifted Zona to wooded Lismore. 

V. 

There's a mist on the eye— there's a wail on the ear^— 
Fly doves of the temple I^— the falcon is near I 
There's a change m the hetvens-^there's a rushing of gloj:n, 
And tht mountains are black with the hue of the tomb, 
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lliere's a linging of steel, there's a yoice in the bower 
Tis the death-shriek of Charity striving with Powei' ; 
Widi finger inyerted rude Ignorance smiled, 
And grim Passion exulted when mind was exiled. 

VL 

Woe, woe, for the nun that broods o'wr thy tower:> ' 
Ffiir garden of Christendom where are thy flowers ) 
Ohf say, when that thnnder-dond burst on thy shoi^ 
8tood thy Faith as the Skellig when Ocean is hoar ? 
Bay, smiled she undaunted when Hope looked aghast, 
And when Leammg lay prostrate, stood Piety fast ? 
Oh, answer ye mbmitams;that witnessed the zeal, 
VThen the faith of our sires dared the dungeon and Bted 

vn. 

cSy'n still though the tempest is hushed on our phuns. 
On the minds of our Countxy the havoc remains ; 
Peace grieves o'er her temples^ on iBonntaiiD and shore^ 
Sad History's witnesses, voeal no more. 
Shall no sabbath arise on our week-day of care ? 
Is no waking reserved for our sleep <€ deBfudr ? 
Ha, see 1 — ^there's a shootmg of light in the gloom, 
Ind the spirit of Nagle replies tc^m the tomb. 

vin. 

ELail, star of the lowly I apostle of light. 

In the glow of whose fervour the cottage grew bright f 

Sweet violet of sancjtity, lurking conceal'd, 

*nil the wind Ma the leaf and the blaom k reveal'd ; 

'Jj the h'ghi of that g^ory whieh bursl cm thy youth, 

Iq its day-dream of pleasure, and weka k to tmth, 

By the tears thou hast shed^ by the t€»ls tho« hasL bon^ 

Ob| ssji sboQi ocr nus^ know » Urei^ng of sum ? 
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IX. 

^ Ab the dawn on the lingeriiig night of the north, 
To the hills of the west has the mandate gone forth ; 
In the desolate aisles there^s a mnrmur of praiee, 
And the lost lamp of science rekindles its rays. 
The voice of hunent m our island shall cease, 
And her cities rejoice ixi the sunlight of peace ; 
From her deep of enchantment jonng Erin shall tiasK 
And agam be the home of the holy and wise,** 



f l^tmq. 



Oh, come I thou sadly pleasmg power, 
Companion of the t^ght hour — 
Come, with thy sable garments flowmg. 
Thy tearful snule, all brightly glowing — 
Come, with thy light and noiseless tread 
As one belonging to the dead 1 
Come, with thy bright, yet clouded eye. 
Grant me thine aid, sweet memory 1 

She comes, and pictnrea all again, 

rhe '' wood-frmged" lake — the rugged pla; 

The mountain flower-*the valley's smile^ 

And lovely Inisfallen's isle. 

The rushing waters roaring by, 

Onr ringing laugh— our raptiu^J dgh| 
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The wavelcss sea — ihe varied shore-* 
llie dancing boat — the measnr'd oar« 
The lofly bugle's rousing cry, 
The awakened monntains deep replj. 
Silence resuming then her reign, 
In &wfdl power, o'er hill and pliun. 

She paints, and her ondouded djes. 
Can never fade, in feeling's eyes, 
For dipp'd in love's immoilal sti'eam — 
Through future years they'll brightly beam 



Oh, prized and loved, though lately known, 
Forget not all, when we are gone — 
Think how our friendship's well-knit band 
Waited not time's confirming hand. 
Think how despising forms controli 
Heart sprung to heart, and soul to soul-* 
And let us greet thee, far or near— 
As cherished friend — as brother dear. 



$0 



iK the time of my boyhood I had a strange feaHug^ 
That I was to die in the noon of my day ; 

Not quietly into the silent grave stealing, 
BaC tonu likf) a blasts oak, soddea away. 



.,1 
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n. 

llia.t| evren in the hour when enjojmeiit was keeuast, 
My l&mp should qnench suddenly hissing in £^oon^ 

TTiat o\«n when mine honours were freshest and gioea^ 
A blight should rush over and scatter their bloom. 

m. 

It might be a fancy — it might be the glooming 
Of dark visions takmg the semblance of truth, 

And it might be the shade of the storm that is coming, 
Cast thus in its mom through the sunshine- of youth^ 

TV, 

But be it a dream -or a mystic revealing, 
The bodement has haunted me year after year ; 

And whenever my bosom with rapture was filling, 
I paused for the footfall of &te at mine ear. 

V. 

With this feeling upon me, all feverish and glowing 
I rushed up ti^e rugged way panting to fame, 

I snatched at my laurels while yet thoy were growing, 
^nd won for my guerdon the half of a name. 

VI. 

My triumphs I viewed from the least to the brightest, 
As gay flowers plucked from the fingers of death, 

And whenever jo/s garments flowed richest and lightest, 
I looked for the skeleton lurking beneath. 

vn. 

0, fiiend of my heart I if that doom should &I1 on met 
And thou should'st live on to remember my love — 

Oomo oft to the tomb when the turf lies upon me, 
And list to the even wlnrj momning above. 
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in 



vnL 

lie down by that bank where the river is creeping 
All fearfully under the still autnmn tree, 

When each leaf in the sunset is silentiiy weeping, 
And sigh for departed days — thinking of mei. 



IX. 



By the smiles yehayelooked — by the words ye have spok&a 
(Affection's own music— that heal as thev fall,) 

By the balm ye liave floured on a spirit half broken, 
And, oh ! by the pain ye gave, sweeter than alL 



Bemember me ♦ ♦ ♦, when I am departed. 
Live over those moments when they, too, are gone t 

Be still to your minstrel the soft and kind-hearted. 
And droop o'er the marble where he lies alone. 

XI. 

Ilemember how freely that heart, that to others 
Was dark as the tempest-dawn frowning above, 

Burst open to thine with the zeal of a brother's, 
And showed all its hues in the light of liiy loye» 

xn. 

And, oh, in that moment when over him sighing 
Forgive, if his failings should flash on thy brain ^ 

Bemember the heart that beneath thee is lying 
Can never awake to offend thee again. 

xui. 

And say while ye pause o'er each sweet recollection, 
** Let love like mice own on his spirit attend — 

For to me his heart turned with a poet's affection, 
Jp8t less than a lover and more than a friend. 
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lOV. 

^ Wa$ ho selfish? Not quite — ^bat hiB boflomwiu ^wisg 
Wltli lihroDgiag affoctions-— imaiiflwered — miknown ; 

E'e looked »U rooud the world for a heart overflowing, 
But found not another to love IQeo his otvu. 

XV. 

^ Yft bow ? Did the worthy avoid or forsake him f 
Ah, niH-fbr heaven blessed hun with oiany a Mend 

Bat tiw were so tmsting that might not mistake him. 
Oh, none were so dear that he could not offend I 

XVL 

^ Yet, peace to his day in its dreary dominion ; 

1 know that to me he was good and sincere, 
And that Virtue ne*er shadowed with tompeiiug pinioa 

An hone^ter friendship than Death covers aero.'^ 



I* 

TwAS In the blooming month of May, 

When woods and fields are green; 
^Yhen early, at the dawn of day, 

The sky-lark sings, unseen ; 
A gallant brig, with swelling safls, 

Weighed anchor by our strand| 
^fli eonviets from poor Erin's valei^i 

Bound for Van Diemtin's Land. 
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n. 
SlevT do^ni old Shannon's silent tide, 

By farqunng breezes borne, 
I saM- the royal fabric glide, 
Dim in the tvrilight mora ; 
\Vh(U! sadly o'er tlie shining flood 
'iliosc accents reached the shore, 
^- Adieu, adieu I tny own green wood. 
I ne'er shall see thee more 1 

^ Yo furso-dad hUls, and briery dells, 

Now waking to the dawn — 
Yc streams, whose lonesome mui*mur swells 

Across the silent lawn — 
Ye snow-white cots that sweetly snule 

Aloag the peaceful shore, 
Adieu, adieiil my own green isle, 

I uo*er sji^ sqe th^ more. 

■ "^r 

*^ Oh, lia^ my toi^e a trumpet*s foioe^ 

To rp^ y9p $lf|n(ibenng yale, 
That I mgH% maj^e the echo hoarac^ 

With my lu^iappy tale ; 
That I might waio each deeping fiieady 

To hear my parting moan, 
ilnd, weeping o'er my luckless end. 

Be watchftd for his own. 

** From infancy, a bfissful U^q 
In yonder vale I led ; . 
There, first I met my faitl^ w^» 
Th«re, ii-st I woo*d and ii-pfi ( ' 
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rx)ag time with blilhesomo indufiti^ 
We met each coming dawn, 

Or closed each eve with gentle glee. 
Beside the dark Oraan. 

VI. 

^ Oh ! give agun my humble lot, 

Mj garden bj the mill, 
The rose th^t graced our daj-bnilt ooti 

The hazel-taaed hill ; 
The sweets that fili*d each gratefol sena^' 

From dawn to dewy night ; 
And more than these — ^the innooonoe 

That gave the landscape light 

^TI. 

" For daily there the nesting lark 

Sang to my spade at mom ; 
Tlie red-breast lliere, at fall of dar2^ 

Hymn'd lonely from her thorn. 
Ah 1 must I leave ihsJL happy dell, * 

Where all my. youth was pass'd. 
And breathe to each a sad farewell, 

My fondest, and my last ? 

MIL 

^ V/hen far Van Diemen's sunbeams sooci 

Upon my head shall fall. 
How shall I miss at toilsome noon 

My Mary*s cheerfuf call I 
When, standing on the distant stile, 

She pom'*d Her summons dear, 
Or met me with that happy smile 

Thai made our threshold dear f 
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'" ^Tiat hand shall trun the raslilight now 

That glads my cabin floor ? 
Or raise the turf with bended bongh, 

When wintry tempests roar ? 
Jih I never shall that lightsome hearth 

Agjun be swept for me ; 
ITor infant there, ydth fondling mirth, 

Come climbing to my knee. 

♦•* Ah, happy days ! what Mary now 

Along the hedge shall steal, 
With dark bine doak and hooded brow, 

To bring my noontide meal ? 
The plenteons root of Erm's fields. 

To toil->wom peasant sweet ; 
And that fair dntiight the dahy yields. 

Not whiter than her feet. 

XL 

^ Dream on — dream on, my happy fiisojd:^ 

Oh ! never may you know 
The hopeless, helpless grief th&& rends 

^ly bosom as I go 1 
Bnt when, at merry dance or &Ir, 

The sportive moments flee. 
Let old remembrance waken then) 

One pitying thought on ue. 

, XIL 

-*'* Yoi hear my tale — ^the bursting sdg^ 
That letfves the sufferer's heart, 
II18 tears that blind each fixed eye 
Vilieii old affections part ; 
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The wail, the shriek, each sound of fe&if 

That scares the peopled glen, 
^ght yet, would they the ledson heari 

Teach wisdom unto men. 

XIIL 

^ Twds night — ^the blacl^ Noremh^r blast 

Eowl'd fierce through shrub and bria^ 
We heard the demon as he pass'd, 

And sdrr'd our scanty fire ; 
Our babes by sweetest dumber luITd 

Li ro^ sitocc lay, 
Uke buds to g?a<oe a garland ctill'd 

Upon a summer day. 

siv* 

^ A knock !— hark !— liush !— tWto Btt: thsfhair^ 

That smote our single pan»— 
St£l fiercer beat the ruffian gal»— 

Still heavier drove the ram ; 
Again I — the latch Is raised — ^the stofoi 

Dash'd back the opening door, 
And Ught'mng shoVd !!he unknown fyssi 

That press'd our clibfn floor. 

'±v. 

^' Satan, prince of darkness ! thou— 

Wert thou in presence there, 
Thou could'st not wear a subtler hpo^f 

Nor loftier seeming bear ; 
Dark hung the drenched tresses irQd 

Around his sallow cheek ; 
Nor e'er did lady, whisperi&g mUd, 

With sweeter accent spe<^ 



AlTdCSIXANEatTS POKIQ. 183 

XVI. 

** Iw was, it was some fidendlj powV 

That saw my coming doom. 
And warned me of that fatal hoar, 

Amid the stormy gloom : 
When loud I heard tibe thmiders roll 

Prophetic in mine ear, 
And something shook my secret boxl 

With sense ot* danger near I 

xvo. 
^ Now quickly Mar/s dext'rons hand 
The gim^ meal prepared ; 
And soon, hy rapid apron fonn'd. 
The ruddy hearth-stone glared ; 
Soon by its social, quickening light 

We talk'd, with bosoms free. 
And Maiy 1^ the long, long night 
To rain and to me. 

^ The sound of waters gushing sweet 

Upon a summer noon, 
Of winds that stir the green retread 

Or harrest songs in June, 
Were like the sotd-ensnaxios; words 

That from the stranger fell, 
But while they sounded heavenly 

They hod ibid spleen of heU 



He spoke of &ded martial zeal 

Before tiie sun was set, 
That blood-red hall*d the yldor aMi 

Of cild Flanta^net 
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He tfJked of Erm's injured plaios. 

Of England's gaUiiig yoke, "' 
Md a sabtle fire within my vdns 

Was kindling while he spoke. 



"^ He marked my neat : — ' And if thoa hasC 

A pulse for Ireland still — 
If •thou canst wind a merry blast 

Upon a moonlight hill — 
If selfish hopes and craven fean 

Have left thy courage free, 
And thou canst fed thy country's teani| 

Arise and follow me 1' 



We left the cot — ^The storm had sunk 

Upon the midnight wild, 
And, bright against each leafless trunk. 

The flitdng moon-beam smiTd. 
We hurried down by copse and nO, 

By cliff and mountam gorge, 
Till, dose by Shanid's lonesome hi]]| 

We reached the village forge. 

zzn. 

^ Dark, silent, lone, the hovd seem'd, 

And doaFd each tiny pane. 
Yet oft from chinks a red ray streamed 

Across the gloomy plun ; 
^d smothered voices heard within 

Came doubtful on the ear, 
Ab when a merry festal dm 

Is hcsh'd in snddcn fear. 
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XXIII. 

'^I'he stranger paus'd — 'Within arc thoseu 

The bravest of the land, 
With heart to feel her countless woes, 

And ever ready hand. 
If thou for home and manhood's right 

Can mock at danger too, 
Come, pledge ns at our board to-night| 

And join our gallant crow I' 

XXIV. 

" He knocked — * Who's there ?' * My voice al jae 

May answer for my name.' 
Quick, from the op'ning doonvay shone 

A glow of ruddy flame — 
The wicket closed — the anxious blood 

Forsook my pallid face, 
Whcu, like a wild bu-d snared, I stood 

AAHthin that hideous place. 

XXV. 

" Around a board, jvhose dingy piano 

Was stained by long cai'ouse. 
Bat glim Rebellion's honid train, 

With fierce suspicious brows. 
Crouch'd by the hearth, a wiinMed hag 

The fading embers blew — 
Old Vamia of the river crag — 

The Hebe of the crew. 

XXVI. 

" Here Starlight (name of teiTor I) quaffed, 
Unmix'd, the liquid firo— 
Here Blink-o'-dawn, with mildm* draught, 
Inflamed his easy ire ; 
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And Lard-the-back, and Dcatli's-hcaJ gCAUt 

Thtar mnrderons vigil keep, 
4iid manj a name whose echojs baaut 

Tbe Tillage parson's sleep. 

XXVIL 

• 

^ Sere Moonshine (name to oaoMgo dear) 

Told how at evon dose 
Ho cropp'd the 'nighted pro'iV^r's ear, 

And slit the goagcr's nO'^e; 
And how some hand, at dvisk of dawii| 

Had fired tbe bishop's hay, 
And headless by the nviaaUiin bawn, 

The base infonncr lay. 

zxvm. 

^ * Hush I hash I — ^'tis he T A sUence came 

Upon that gmltj band, 
Like mastiffs roused with glance of flaixe^ 

The stranger form they scann'd : 
' Fear not,' the chieftain sdd ; ' he beics 

A bosom like your own ; 
A heart to right the orphan's tears 

And soothe the widow's moan. 

XXIX. 

'< ' Well met, my friends I Oh,- glorious diffst^ 

it glads my heart to see 
That J on can &6l poor Erin's slight^ 

And strike tcr liberty 1 
Within this hour yon castle walls 

Shall blacken in the flame, 
And havoc on those painted hallf 

Shall bum her ^hastlv name.' 
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And now, beneath the gathering dond 

That shadoVd Tale and wood, 
With hasfy pace the rebel crowd 

Their secret track pqrsned ; 
They reach'd a hffl with waving lardi 

And mingled poplar ^whM, 
Where, toVring o'er «tfe fmi mh. 

An ancieilt c^lb t&WnVl 



^* All dark I ail silent I flot'a li^t 

Gleams from ft whidoiv^ thtoe* 
Knew they the comidls of thb night 

Less sound their slnmbew were. 
Tis time I— the torch I bnt where is he 

Who led the daring band? 
Whydarts he by that shelterin^g tre^ ? 

Why waits the Kghted forand? 

KXXU. 

" * ^h ^^^^^'^^^y fly I— 6ee jim^ §^^9 
That rises from the hill-u 

*'*7|— ^eard ye not the wild acclaim 
That hail'd that whistle shrill ? 

Twaalat»I A hundred bayonets gleam»d 

Around them in the toil— 
And many a heart's blood hotly streamed 

Upon that fatal soil 

xxxin. 

" What, snared I betray'd I-^d there ho stooi 
i ne traitor and the slave. 
Who purchased with their reeking bloof 
The life his judges gave. 



II 
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Still red with gore, each streaming hilt 
Against the moonlight glows — 

Oh 1 thus shall all who sow in guilt 
Reap treason at the close. 

XXXIY. 

** Oh, yon who bless thosp dawning skies 

In jon receding Tales,- 
Take warning from my partmg sighs, 

And from those swelling sails 1 
To answer crime with aime is worse 

Than tamely to endm*e ; - 
And eVn for black oppression's curse 

Dark treason is no cure. 

XXXY. 

^ Farewell, farewell 1 ye distant hills 

TVith many a garden gay I 
Ye waving groves and gushing rills 

That hail the rising day 1 
Ye hills of Glare, with vapours hoar, 

Ringmoylan's leafy dells ; 
And thou, oh, wild, sea-beaten shore, 

Where many a kinsman dwells T 



He sung, while o'er the dcrkeiung streaffl 

Fresh came the wakenmg gale. 
And, fkding like a moining dream, 

I heard his parting wail : — 
^ Farewell, ye cots, that sweetly smile 

Along the peaceful shore I 
Farewell, farewell, my ovra green ialo t 

I ue*cr shj?11 see thee more." 
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I. 

^KY woepest thou, Erin ? Why droop thy green bowses. 

Why flows all m pnrple the wave of Cnllam ? 
Why sink thy yonng maidens like nun-laden flowers? 

Why hnsh*d are their songs on the desolate plain? 
Ridn and sorrow are o'er them spread — 
lioYol, and d-eedom, and mirth are fled. 

n. 

E&ch the demon of pestilent aurs been out 

To tamt the sweet breath of thy mountuhi gales ? 

To scatter his death-breathmg raponrs abont, 

And wave his dark wings o'er thy blooming y&los? 

Like the wind that monms in the winter bowers, 

Blasting the flurest of health's yomig flowers. 

m. 
Ko ; poison and pestilence hare no share 

In the min that moulders onr strength away-^ 
Happy ore those who breathe that air. 

And die at the sight of their hopes' decay. 
But the ocean's breezes fan our skies — 
The plague spuit tastes their breath and dies. 

IV. 

Bnt a demon more deadly — the Nonnnn has flown 
From his lonely hills* — ^so chilling and gray; 

lie lias lof> his rude monntains of heath and stone, 
For the fiurcst that Moom in the light of day** 

And Erin has dropp'd her shield and sword, 

And weuB the yoke of a heatlien lord. 

* Men of the hills : the ancient epiihet given to the Daos A 
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V. 

The blood of the royal — ^thc blood of the bni7i^-=' 
Are blent with the willows of dark OuUaiu-^ 

Oar king is a gay and a gilded slave — 
And ours are the nuns that blot the plab. 

The Rarens of Demnark are seen on our wallsi 

And the d^xA of the spojiier is loud in our halU 

VL 

Weep on, then, lost island ! thy honours have flod 
like the light on a lake that is troubled and be 

Thy Snake* hath hid his coward head— ^ 

The words' of thy grief and shame arc spokeo. 

Thou hast not left one lingering light, 

To bless with a promise tiby cheerless night 



^t Ion 0f f 0K0nr. 



The tears from these old eydids crept. 

When Dermod left his mother-land—* 
And I was one of those who wept 

Upon his necl^ and pressed his han^U 
He did ^t grieve to leave us then, 
He hop^ to see his home again — 
With honours twined in his bright hair 
He could not hope to gather there. 

f l^tap 1^4 SUu^e—Uie national atandard. 
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n. 
fear afloi* year ix)lled fleetly on, 

Lost in ^e i^avo of buried time, 
Ajid Dem)od*s Qamo and praise had w<Mi 

Their way into his parent clime ; 
Bat all his yonthful haunts were changed, 
The wild woods perished where he ranged—!* 
And all his friends died one by ou^ 
IIU the last of Dermod*s name wa« gono. 

91. 

I BdX one eve in Ourra's glade, 

And saw an old man tottering down, 
Where the first veil of ovening^s shade 
Had given the heath a deeper brown. 
1^ cheek was pale—his long hair now 
Fell in white flakes o*er his aged brow, 
Uni the same young soul was in his eye. 
And I knew the ftiend of my infancy. 

He gazed upon the silent wood — 
Ho passed his hand aoross his brow ; 

The hush of utter solitude 

81cpc on each breathless birchen bough. 
"That lake with flowering islets sti-cwed — 

That skirts the lawn and breaks yon wood — 

I knew m youth a vaQey gi^n, 

The seat ol many i^ merry sqe^ 



V. 

^ The youths that graced Ibe yiX\^ da^QM, 
• Beneath the turf they trod are sle^i^g* 
llie maidens in whose gentto. ghmoi9 
Thjefr splrrts lived, are o'er tbean 
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X 

SorrovTi and blight, and age have come. 
Where mirth once reigned, and yonth and bloo;i\^ 
And the soft charms of Natu]*e'3 prime 
Aro blasted bj the breath of Time. 

VI. 

^ And hath the joy that honoor gives 
No power o'er memories like this ? 

Ah I witless is the man who lives 
To soar at fame and spurn at bliss 1 

Tliat hath been mine — this might have bee% 

Had I but held the humble mean — 

And passed upon my parent soil 

A life of peace and quiet toil. 

vn. 

^ And is it thus that all who gain 
The phantom glory of a name, 
That, ere it grace their brow, the pain 

Of theur long search hath quenched the flaxsft 
That young ambition lit — ^and those 
Whose praise they sought are at repose— 
And they stand in a world nnkno^vn — 
Admired — ^revered — imloved — alone 1 

VIII. 

" I want my early plajmiatcs back, 

My fiiends, long-lost, but ne'er forgot— 

Are these old men who haunt my trade 
My school-day fiiends ? I know them no^ 

Alas I I grieve and call in vain, 

Thdr youth will never come again — 

But it is sad my heart should fed 

I^ first affeetions youthful still " 
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I. 

WouiiD joa choose a friend ? Attend I attend 

rn teach Tou how to attain your end. 

He on whose lean and bloodless cheek 

The red grape leaves no langhing streak ; 

On whose dnll white brow and.donded eye 

Oold thought and care At heavilj ; 

ESm you mnst flee, 
Tween you and me, 

VbjBJ^ man is yeiy bad company. 

IL 

And he aronnd whose jeweQed nose 
The blood of the red grape freely flows ; 
V?hose unrsy frame as he fronts the bosri 
Shakes like a wine sack newly stored. 
In whose halfHsihat, moist, and sparkHng eye 
Tlia ¥fine god revels dondily, 

Him yon most flee, 
Tween you and me, 
llait man is veiy bad oompany. 

m. 

But !bd wiio takes his wine in measure, 

AQugSng wit and sense with pleasure, 

Vilio likfiB good wine for the joy it brings^ 

And nienily laoghs and gaily smgs : 

With heart and bumper always fUl, 

Keiygr igi!.idRn, never dull. 

Your friend let him be, 

Tween you and mes 

^t man Is esuselleut oompany. 

O 
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M^en imt InbM vaUt f igPu %' 

I. 

When some nnblest and lightless eye, 

With lid half droop'd, and moiat| and vae&j 

Tells silent tales of misery, ^ 

The ti'embling lip could never speak, 
What is it wets the listeneifs cheei:. 

What fills with love his answering voioe, 
And bids the suffering heii^ not break. 

And bids that trembling eye rejoice ? 

When the heart wavers in its chqice. 
What is it prompts the generous part ? 

Oh I spring of all life's tender joys ! 
Oh, sun of youth I 'tis heart ! 'tis ha&rr- ^ 



.1/ 



When the advancing march of tkoe, 

With cheeiing breath, has roll'd away 
The mists that dull'd her morning prime, 

And beauty steps into her day ; 

What gives those eyes that conquering pky 
That aching bosoms long confess ? 

And lights those charms with quickening my 
That else had charmed and conquered less ; 
A sweet light unto loveliness, 

A meaning breathing o'er the whole. 
That else might charm, but could not blesa. 

Win, but not fix ? TIs soul ! 'tis soJ J 

IIL 

Vlien youth and youthful Mends aie gxia^ 
When disappointment glooms the br jnt, 

And early loves leave us alone, 
To \\'alk in fiiendless soircm now. 
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And chill'd is young raptare's glow, 
ik&d hoary grown the raven hair, 

And age (its paly tmge of woe 
Bangs over all youth fkncied fair, 
What guards our home from chill despair? 

And bids joy linger, lodi to part ? 
Oh, balm of giief and pinii^g care I 

Oh, stay oi age I *tis heai*t ! 'tis heart ! 

IV. 

WTien beauty feels the touch of years, 

When the round voice grows faint and small) 
And that bright eye is dimmed by teara, 

That once held many a heart in thrall, 

What makes that voice still musical ? 
That sunken eye still seeming bright ? 

And beauty, even in beauty*ri fall, 
As full of witchmg life and light. 
As when the hue of young delijgl^ 

Over its blushing spring-time stole ? 
Oh, star of love's appi^aching night I 

Oh, shield of faith! 'tis soul! \is sooll 

V. 

Seldom they shine in worlds like this^ 

Seldom dieir favouring light we see, 
For passion tdnts earth's purest bliss 

With spots of dark mortality ; 

But once a sweet dream came to ma^ 
A vision of a glorious land. 

Where sounds of gentle revelry 
Dose on the soft air, making bland 
And raptm'ous music to a band 

Of nymphs that o'er the green path stole, 
Whero beauty and youth walked hand in hand, 

Look'd in love's fa:th with Heart and 6o!iL 
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file ^on0 Df ilit m iUnbitanl. 



jL yASl of tlirecsoore, witli tho snow on his brovr, 

Ai^ the light of his aged eje dim, 
OL vsHey of sorrow 1 what Inre hast thou now, 

la thy ohanges of promise for him ? 
Qsx Nature maj smile, but his sight has gLVwn 

Joy soand, but his hearing is dull ; 
Ajid pleasure may feign, but his bosom is ooldl, 

And the cup of his weariness fnlL 

IL 

Qiioe warm with the pnlses of yonng twenty-lhnsc^ 

With plenty and ease in ihj train, 
1^3' fiiir visions wore an endumtment for me 

That never can £pld them again. 
Far changed are my fortunes, and early and la^ 

From dwelling to dwelling I go : 
And 1 knock with my staff at onr first mothor^s g^XBp 

An^ I ask for a lodging below.* 

m. 

iJYkrewdl to thee, Time 1 in thy passage with me^ 

One troth thon hast tanght me to Imow, 
'nijoagh lovely the past and the fntnre may be, 

The present is little but woe ; 
For. the smn of those joys that we find in life's ^^f^* 

Where thy silent wing still wafts us on, 
b a bape fbr to-morrow — a want for to-day, 

iJid tk i^ for the limes that are gone. 

« TUfl bMUQtiftil Mntiment Acoun in ChauMr, 
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D;ar2-lt-§0M f Slits. 

rs. GE^LSAsi TO mss DAWSON nr the clocd^ 



^W^N^^^^'W^ 



"fi^ Ckuham now handed Misi Dawion into the ou*, arkii, la & 
f€H Biinates, the nBronaat and hit iooompliihed ind boiiitiAU. 
^BBavr-Toyag^r were lost to the gace of the acuniring i&altitadfi. 

Here we go np, np, ap, 
And now we go down, down, down* 

Now we go backward and forward, 
And heigh for Ijondon town 1 



L 

W&o sajs the moon 18 m&Alo of ohd^Q? 

The sky a sheet of paper ? 
The little stars so manj pesLi^^ 

The sun a mere gas* tape:*? 
That all the clouds are chimney' sanoSoB 

The sun's attraction draws oa? 
Tis dear as noon, *ds aU a joke 

To joa and me. Muss Dawson. 

IL 

Tlie secrets of the sky are ounh-^ 
The heaven is opemng o'er ua-* 

The region of the thnnder-shoT^-eL'S 
Is spreading wide before tis. 

U will be recollected that this was actually «s3ert<9d, 1 dUn tim(* 
viSam ^ e celebrated profeasional gentlemtto. 
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Eow pleasant, from this fleecy douii. 

To look on ancient places, 
Ajid peer upon the -pigmy crowd 

Of nptnm'd gaping faces I 

m. 

Oh 1 what a place were this fow* b\^ I 

Nay, never start, I, pray ; 
Suppose pnr I^(^-(;^.(x>i4d jcnntly '^liov-j, 

UWt 4ti ia iimM wa^'. 
Like Ikion I should scorn the orowds 

Of earthly beantiea to kaowv 
isrl love a ladj ia the clouds— 

And yon should.be my Jnna 

IV. 

Speed higher yet — ^throw out more 

We're not the last wholL rise^ 
By scattering, with lavish hand, 

Dust m our nei^bours* eyes. 
Away I away ! the clouds mvido— 

Hish ! what a freezing here, t— - 
And now we thinead the qust-hiU sfda^ 

And now the heavens appear* 

V. 

^ How blest 1" (so Tommy Moore a!^ s^»^ 
^ Did worldly love aot ,|)lhid.cs, 
Could we to yon brigl^t alQU$l.^iit •wiag. 

And leave this earth behind.ua : 
There feed on sunshine — safe from wjj — 

We'd live and love together 1" 
Ah, you and I, Miss Dawson know, 

lis veiy foggy weather 
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VI. 

S.i}>posc sotrto futTtre act hiade void 

And lawless Gretna raaniagesy 
r&o suniT-maii joI&er*B trade destroy'di 

And nullified post carnages: 
Wliat think yon if a Gretna here. 

With post-balloons were given ? 
Snch mamagcs (tvo all conld swear) 

At least were made in heaven. 

VII. 

£ow small, Miss Dawson, from the fl&jr 

Appears that man below — 
The TYiton of the nabbing fiy, 

The sadler-kuig of Bow I 
A fig for Dogberry, say we I 

For leathern bench and " watches P 

A fig *<>r 1^^^ ^ r^ 1*^® to 8^ 
What Bishop* here caM catch us? 

viu. 

Sni>pose we smash the stars for fan t 

Havfi with the lai^ a lark t 
Or hang a cloak npon the snn, 

And leave the world all dark? 
Or upwards st^ pursne onr flig^t^ 

Leave t^at dull world at rest, 
A.nd into Eden peep— and fright 

The banquet of the blest ? 



;Vhiz ! wMe ! 4Ji6 &tfll word & spoSs^ 
l%n spxttes'are Tonnd oiir car-^ 

Our gas is spentr— onr pinion bn&o^ 
And, like a shootiniK star, 
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Dovai down we glide — ^the dmxdfl divid^e \ 

Tlxef dose above our head— 
UoWi 88ft and sound, we tondi thd gpss^ 

And no w w e go to bed. 



TO GLJlUDE 8EUBAT* OV UUVDIQ T/;^g^7M. 



»^^>^>^>^^^^/w» 



ftMi es ■•e there t behold I look I lot how say joi 
lit obtTDd hoaees and our gnret must Bood 
l!kofle that they htuy baok'-<mr monuaeiiti 
Shall be the mawa of kitea. 



L 

Gaukt symbol of the doom 

An mortals mnst inherit^ 
Fbger-post of the tomb — 

Half coise— half shade— half spldt I 
Walkmg bm*le8qne on man I 

Still wanner ! liying kneU ; 
Dan^^er in life's last span, 

An hail! and fiire ye weD I 

n. 
n^ as the Spaniardf says, 

At mankind's day of doom- 
When starting throngfa the falaiat 

Of cradding worldi the/ 



* A man ao waated that he was exhibited as a liTiag ak e l aito a i 
t* QiMredo — rieions. 
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S&ch spirit to its frame ; 

All wrangling for the fairest ; 
^Miat ghost, Glaade ! will dtdui 

'Lliat witlier'd tnuik thou irtu^eaft 

in. 

Say wilt thon then aiido^ 

A skeleton as now— - 
Scaring the peaceftil sldus 

With that pale, ghastlj brow i 
Oh, ere thou wanderest thora 

Jnst step to Curtis'* flbifna' 
He's flesh enough to «ptre, 

For fprfy shaxiks like thine. 

lY. 

Pve marked that wasted tnmk— 
Those fleshless bones«-«nd thoo^^ 

WhSe my sick spirit shnmk, 

^^ Is this our common lot?" 

Shall the ripe cheeks— bright cuds — 
And eyes that round me shhia— 

Must " golden boys and ^rbT 
To this at last " consign V 

V. 

Shall Garcia cease to charm ? 

Shall Chester pine and dwindb! 
A drumstick Pasta's arm ? 

And Vestris* leg a spindle? 
Siall love's light dimple grow. 

Into a hideous wrinkle ? 
Bora's cheek no longer glow ? 

A.nd F*oote's eye cease to twinkle ? 
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VT. 

AwfL)^— the flight that hcaveu 

For passmg pleasures gave, 
* Was ne'er to mortals given 

To peer beyond the grare. 
"WTuit beanty is — we all 

Can feel— Tfhat it will be 
A grim memorial ; 

We find, Benvat, in thee ! 

vn. 

l^y boQjSi lare marrowless I 

Thy blood k cold I thme air, 
Like hlfl'iHiOtfis gory tteaa 

Shook blood on Macbeth's chslc : 
Yet no I for whoU deny — 

When first thou, songhi'st oo? miL*:k — 
ITtott hads*t got hi that eye 

0( thiney '^ same speeuUuian f^ 

vm. 
Art thon the wretch of old, 

By Biammon pined to death? 
Ur him, the shipman bold, 

We lead of it m Macbeth? 
By the weu*d hag consumed. 

The shiyer of the swine-^ 
For thy wife's chesnuts doonrd 

To ojvindle, peak, and \^\ 

Whatever thou art, Ckndel 
When then — ^thongh made of iotuy^ 

Hast ta'en at last the road, 
All flesh goefl — erd has gone«- 
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*Cid worm, who glatBhisiiiawi 

Oavredc^d hmnaiilly, 
Vmi matbf Claade 6eiint» 

A meiger meal OB ibee I 
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L&flC shook her flaggiDg,'i«|ua^ doings 

O^er the fliBt islAxid of the sea, 
Idka lised on London as a pkoe 

Wliere she might find some fiiends— or 93 1 
And trarelling np at mad-<art pace, 

£&e hired a q^Hm ia floho. 

IL 

Udt, sad rererse^ since her last vint 

A. norel rage liad sdied the nadoo ; 
^'Seure 1" tJie goddess cried, ^hovr h M 

Genins, my foe, grown into fkshioin.* 
la Vbxa she railed ; her ancient finends, 

The booksellers, had burst her tranmielSi 
\nd m the netr k»gae fonhd their ends. 

And left her for-die Moores and OamptelA 

As unknown lawpr m the north 
Siiook her Minerva press to splintera; 

Her fayoniite children snnk to earth, 
/ :\d hateful light profan<»i her whifterb. 
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If she took np a rhyme — ^'twas Byrvia's ; 

If to the stage she tamed her si^t 
Eeaa seared her from its loved en7i^)a5, 

And Fflimj EeDj kill'd her quite. 

IV. 

Despidriiig thns — desf^sed, decried — 
Ddness pat ap her ardent prayer :— - 
^Grant me, mi^ty Jove," itdie dghed, 
" Some aUy in my hoar of care; 
Look on my votaiW sunken Jaws, 

My ragged file of thht Lampedoi; 
Havii mercy on tiieir j'oandng craws : 
Send some had taste on earth to ^ aa.^' 

V. 

fier pitiyer was heard-^^ha nfbers o'er her 

Sondei'd— and throng the fissors camo 
A pale, i^tite form ; he stood hefoi^ her, 

Lanky and gawl^ in his frame. 
Over one hony shoolder hong 

A pot of coarse punt, wi& a brash In't ; 
His finont was like white parchment strong : 

The devfl ooaldn*t have raised a Uash in^t. 

VL 

A brazen trumpet hung beside him, 

Qu yMcii he blow a thrOling blast; 
Widi doubt and hope the goddess eiyo\ hio ; 

^Fat Madam,* he ezdajmed tz lajt, 
'^ I am your servant — sent by Jove 

1\3 bid you never be cast down— • 
By Cuo yunr reign shall prosperous prove , 

By sie you yet shall sway the town. 
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Vll. 

^ Lly name b puff — the guardian sprite 

ijui patron of the dull and shameless ; 
Thinipi bom in shades I bring to light, 

And giye a high fame to tibe namdcss. 
Me modest merit shuns to meet, 

His timid footsteps backward tracking ; 
'rke worthless all my influence greet, 

f\x)m 'a books to Turner's blacking. 

vm. 

^'Rojeiye me, goddess, in thy train, 

And thou shalt see a change ere long ; 
V^e stage shall be thme own again, 

llimo all the sons of prose and song. 
■ shall delight the wenches, 

Where Richard shook the tragic scoue <aad% 
F&t Chebter shall draw crowded bcncheai 

And Fanny Kelly play to thin ones." 

TLe pi.*ophecy was registered, 

The prophecy has been iulfill'd ; 
TTte bracen trumpet's boast is heard 

Where once the voice of genius thrOIed^ 
Reader, before your hopes are undone, 

This axiom you will bear in mind. 
Thai puffing has been proved in London 

ICbe only way to raise the jAiL 
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PART I. 

Tbov niahiiig spirit, that oft of old 

Hut thrilled mj veins at evening lonely, 

When musing by some ivied hold, 
Where dweU the daw and marten only. 

That oft has stirred my rising hair, 

When midnight on the heath has found me^ 

And told me potent things of air 

Were haunting all the waste around me. 

• 

Who sweep'st upon the inland breeze, 

By rock and glen in antunn weather, 
With fragrance of wild m3rrtle trees. 

And yellow fane and monntm heather. 
Who seaward on the scented gale, 

To meet the Exile coarsest fleetly, 
"Whesa slowly from the ocean vale 

His native land arises sweetiy. 



• This tale is an amplification of a rode, popblar ballad oz. tho s&nij 

aabieei, eaUed '* Young Matt Hyland.'* The atorj la little altered, lcA. 

is oDTiondy made ase of, as a medium for the expression of many 

beaatiftd poetical refleedons, rather than for any interest it contains 

The Author himself was so little satisfied with the poem, that tj 

biinM*d the manasoript along with many others, a day or two before Y^ 

retired to a oonrent Fragments of an original copy were, howerec; 

foimd among some mitonohed papers, and the restoration of the poezi 

to its present state waa afterwards, in a great degree, aooompnshei 

ttwk toe rseolleoUons of a Tory attached friend, who was &mili&r with 

1^ and to whose fine tssto and Jadgment the Author, had ht beeo 

Mag^ yooU moat willingly haTt oommit^d it 
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That oft hast thiilled with creeping fear 

My shnddeiiDg nerves at ghostly story* 
Or sweetly drew the pittying tear, 

At thought of Erin's rained glory. 
A. fire that barns — ^a frost that chilli 

As tarns the song to woe or gladness, 
Wow couched by wisdom's fountain rilU, 

An4 skirting now the wilds of madness. 

Oh, spirit of my island home I 

Oh, spirit of my native mountam ! 
Romantic fancy quickly come, 

Unseal for me thy sparkling ibuutaia. 
If e*er by lone Eillamey's wave, 

Or wild GlengariCB ovening biiloV) 
My opening soal a weLeome gave 

To thee beneath iho rnstUng IhIIqw. 

Or rather who, in riper days, 

In rained aisles at solenm even, 
My thonghtM bosom wont to raise, 

To themes of parity and; heaven, 
And people all the silent shades, 

With saintly forms of days departed, 
Vi/licn holy men and votive maids 

lived humbly there and heaveoly-hdurred. 

Ob thou, the minstrel's bliss ind baa% 

His fellest foe and highest treaaoxe^; 
That keep'st him from the heedless tcoo^ 

Apart in gfief'^-apart in pleasuio^ 
That, chamless as the wandering wiod^ 

Wbere'er thoa wilt unbidden bloiras^ 
Asd o^er the imexpectant mind. 

All tiredy oom'st and freely goesob • 



r\ 
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Come, breathe along mj trembLng cbordS; 

Aad mingle in the rising measure, 
Those burning thoughts and tinted words 

That pierce the inmost sool with pleasma 
Poisess my tongue — ^possess mj brain. 

Through every nerve electric thrilUqii^ 
That I may ponr my ardent strun, 

\filth tuneful force and fen ent fesQug. 

Asaang the groves of sweet Adare, 

There lived a lord in days departed^ 
And Kelen was his daughter fair, 

The blooming and the gentle hearted 
How loved she was in all the vale 

The village maids can still remember, 
When round the fire, with many a tale 

They cheer the eves of bleak November 

» 

A ruin now the castle shows, 

The ivy clothes its mooldering tov/era, 
. The wild rose on the hearthstone blows. 

And roofless stands its secret bowers. 
Close by its long abandoned hall, 

The narrow tide is idly straying, 
^/hile rum saps its tottering wall, 

Uke those who held it, fast decaying. 

Peaceful it stands, the mighty pile, 

By many a heart's blood onco dofcudeJ, 
Tet silent now as cloistered aisle, 

Where nmg the sounds of banquet splendid. 
Age holds hb undivided state. 

Where youth and beauty once were cherished^ 
Aad leverets pass the wardless gate, 

Hhase heioes once essayed and pcnshed. 
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Oh, sweet Adstre ! oh, lovely vale 1 

Oh, soft retreat of sylvan splendour . 
Nor simimcr snn, nor morning galo 

E'er hailed a scene more solvly tender 
How shall I tell the thousand chamis, 

Within thy verdant bosom dwelling, 
When lulled in Nature's fostering aims, 

Soft peace abides and joy excelling ? 

/e morning airs, how sweet at dawn 

The slumbering boughs your song awaken ; 
Or, lingering o'er the silent lawn, 

Witii odour of the harebell taken. 
Thou rising sun, how richly gleams 

Thy smile from far Enockfiema's mountai; 
0*er waving woods and bounding streams. 

And many a grove and glancing fountain » 

Ye clouds of noon, how fi-eshly there. 

When summer heats the open meadows, 
O'er parcLed hill and valley, fair, 

All coolly lie your veiling shadows. 
Ye rolling shades and vapours gray. 

Slow creeping o'er the golden heaven. 
How soft ye seal the eye of day. 

And wreathe the dusky brow of even. 

Apart among her maidens sate 

Ffdr Helen, foimed with grace excelling; 
Though first in wealth and princely state, 

The humblest heart in all the dwelling. 
If ever truthful maiden's breast. 

For virtue burned with wann affection, 
la Helen'sheart, that influence blest. 

Hilt made i1«i fixed and pm*o eiectioiL 
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Not as by modem maids profaned. 

The cross adonied her vesture only, 
But, deep within her heait it reigned, 

With hidden mfluence ruling lonely ; 
While that clear brow and tranquil eye, 

And plain unbraided locks of amber, 
Told tales of meek hnniility, 

And vigils of the midnight chamber. 

Endued with all the power to please, 

With wealth at will and amplest leisiu:^ 
The boor took moi*e of sensual case, 

The outcast slave of sensual pleasmu 
Perchance even he, whoso swoi*d and shield. 

Rang loud on plam or moated tov^'er, 
Lived easier in the bannered field, 

Than Helen hi her father's bower. 

Oh, ye to sure destmction doomed, 

AATiirled in the vortex gulf of fashion, 
■ more unblest, who lie entombed. 

Within the living gi-aves of passion. 
Say, could it wake your slumbering fears, 

Kad you beheld that tender maidcL, 
More deeply mourn her blameless years, 

Than hearts with blackest memories Lsjod:: 

Ne'er through se]f4ove with iumost shazidw 

A weak excuse she seeks to borrow. 
Nor e'er with superstitions flame, 

She played the enthusiast's part in bottonk'. 
But clear her speech as gliding streaai. 

Each pebble in its depth pjvealing, 
T^liile in he? soft eyes' teudcr gleasi, 

Liy taintless ti-uth, and childish fyfihs. 
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Somo stiFely deemed the datcous giii 

Would soon, wiihia some convent towei; 
design for truth's immortal peaii 

The pomp of rank and earthly powei*. 
^d, doubtless, had high heaven assigned. 

As Helen's lot such high vocation, 
She then had lived, with cheeiful mind. 

Obedient in an altei'cd station. 

Bnt Heaven decreed the maiden's life 

Should pass with constant heart, nnswerN^iiig, 
Amid the cares of vulgar strife. 

Her purity of soul preserving. 
'Mid wealth and splendour — ^poor in wHl, 

Though high in rank — ^in spirit lowly ; 
Auud the world unworidly still— ^ 

Amid the unbeUeving — ^holy. 

Not hers the venomed tongue that f&ds 

Small joy in social conversation, 
Skve when its spite destruction deals 

On some unhappy repntatioiL 
Hot hers the doomed minds unblest. 

To mirth devote and senseless laughteTi 
Wlio >ra8te the hours in sinful rest, 

Jinc. leave to chanoe-r-the dread hereailen 

i 

{Sach eve the parting day reviewed, 

^Ith lowly penitential feeling ; 
Each mom the maiden's zeal renewed, 

Fresh grace witiiin her heart instiTling 
iCach Sabbath eve ^Hien twilight falb, 

Its&gering light around diffceis^ 
VTIihin the stSl, dun cloistered widfe,' 

O'ecawed, she knelt, herself iynmintf. 



» 
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Yet, not to outward sense cxpossd, . 

Young Helen wore her heart's devvyiou , 
In tone or studied mien disclosed, 

la soiious or affected motion ; 
Fa.^9 Joy in all her glances shone, 

Gky rang her laugh, like music flowIa(;-, 
l^a oonsclous power of duty done, 

la all her bright demeanour glowing. 

Aud forrent heart she has to feel 

Fair \^ue's warmth, when time shall lu^t i^7 
A:id di&ngeless truth and fearless zeal, 

And hope that scents the winds that blight JSr 
Fji' love was Helen's hourly theme. 

And some undying deep devotion, 
'ilie promise of her nightly dream, 

Aud spbit of her daoly motion. 

K'Y: lovo like that whose selfish aim, 
Fl\)iu earthly bliss to bliss is ranging, 

Bu.w such as bmns with generous flame, 
lu houts devoted and nnchangmg, 

lliat constant wife, and patient bride, 

. Hath oft embahned in deathless stoiy— 

IliQ lovo for which the Deeli died. 
And mild Camillus lives in glory. 

"Slnnly, the pious maid designed 

llikL: none should share her heart's affbction^ 
Savo one whose pure and stainless mmd 

Slight vindicate such high election, 
if or rank, nor fame, nor deeds of arms, 

Should win her mind to love unheecUn^-i« 
Hq? genius high, nor youthful charms, 

Cf voice, or mien, or grace exceeding. 
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Ko, Iio should gain her hand alone, 

AVhat^'er his claim to wealth ojr statioxu 
'A^hose heart had trcasui^ed like her owa, 

For heaven, its warmest aspiration. 
For, well she thought a rustic hmd, 

To love divine, aspiring tender. 
Far nobler in the heart and mind, 

Than kings who live for eai'thly splendour. 

And who, at sober dusk had seen 

This nobly-born and beauteous maiden, 
An^ajed in garb of ocean gi*een, 

W^ith gems of purest lustre laden. 
Or lovelier still upon the lawn, 

AVhere mom's awakening light had fouad bsr^ 
Would maiTcl that her love had drawn 

The first of Erin's sons around her. 

Full ofl the Eai'l his daughter picsscd, 

That soon in holy bonds united, 
His aged years might yet be blessed, 

To hear her children's voice delighted ', 
Lest, bmied in his own dark tomb. 

His household, name, and ancient gloxy, 
Like lamps unfed, should quench in gloom. 

Lost ever to the eye of story. 

Bui Helen, with evasive wile, 

Unanswered, left the fond suggestiooi 
With playful jest or ready smile. 

Avoiding still th' unwelcome questioxu 
For who among the nobles there, 

AViihin her father's hall acqujunted, 
iTould reach the ideal standard rare, / 

Ker own believing hope ]}ad painted. 



I 



I 



iL^ UATT HYULND. 

For when the music merriest played, 

Wlien danceis trod the blithest mcasaro, 
Ser thoughts in calm reflection ststijcd, 

Far distant from these scenes of pleasure. 
Where manj a soul was mourning now, 

That e*er it shaded such haunts of danger-^ 
Wliere manj a worn and fevered brow, 

8Iov/ pining laj, to peace a stranger. 

Such thoughts, in still succession brought, 

Like emulets of holiest power. 
Sweet safety in her bosom wrought. 

E'en in enjoyments echoing bower. 
Thus holj themes of peace and rest, 

EvBn in her buoyant mirth were rdguuigy 
The hermitage within her breast, 

Inviolate still, and pure remaining. 



V^here glides the Mague as silver cld^|. 

Adong the elms so sweetly flowing^ 
There fragrant in the early year. 

Wild roses on the banks are blovdn^ 
There, wild ducks sport on rapid wing, 

Beneath the alder's leafy awning, 
£jid sweetly there the small birds sing. 

When daylight on the hill is dawning. 
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There mirrored in the shallow tide, 

Aronnd his tnmks so coolly laving^ 
High towel's the grove in vernal prida 

His solemn boaghs majestic waving. 
And there beside ^e parting flood, 

That mormnred roand a lonely island, 
Within the sheltering woodland stood, 

Tho humble roof of poor Matt Hyland. 

Thongh now, amongst the village swainSi 

Young Hyland tOled the lands snrronnd&ie. 
All regal in his yoathfhl veins. 

The blood of Erm's king's was bonnding. 
Yet lowly were his hearc and mien, 

Nor pride he knew, nor nursed ambitioitiy 
CXmtent upon an humble scene, 

That Heaven had cast his low condhffKL 

To keep his mind from sinful stain, 

In humble hope serene and lowly, 
To guard his breast from fancies vain, 

That stir the heart to thoughts unholy. 
For this he shunned the thoughtless crawJ| 

The 'dllage dance and nightly revel, 
With frequent laughter echoing loud, 

And strains that smooth the way to e^iL 

tfor this, before the early lark, 

Eis prayers arose, to heaven ascendbg* 
For this he knelt at twilight dark, 

Withm his lowly cottago bending ; 
For this, amid his daily toil, 

He poured his warmest aspirationsi 
And kept his heart from sinM soil, 

TVith force of hoJy meditations. 
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When, sounded in the silent air, 

The convent bell with tonefol motioiii 
He turned with thonghtfbl forehead barei 

And stilly bent in low devotion. 
Like miser, heaping gold on gold, 

He stored his mind with holiest treasure^ 
For, strong, he knew, most be the hold 

That gnards the soul from guilty pleasux^ 

He heard in youth the wondrous tale. 

How man was first created purely, 
Awhile to walk earth*s flowering valey 

Then rest in lasting joy, securely. 
He learned by what accursed art 

His race had lost that high vocatioDi 
And found within his openmg heart, 

The witness of the revelation. 

Each evil wish that turned his thoughts 

From thirst of pure and heavenly gloryi 
Unholy attestation brought 

Of that sublime and a^vful stoiy. 
llie strife with passion — dark, intense— 

The erring will that still betrayed Mm ; 
And plain it seemed unto his sense 

That man was not as heaven had made hisL 

Yet sti*ong he walked, with guarded mind^ 

A thing of pure unearthly feeUng ; 
Witfi reverend eye the village hind 

Beheld hun in the chancd kneeling ; 
And grateful blessed high heaven above 

To see that youth, with mind believingi 
The sacred feast of fire and love, 

"With 9«sraph heart on fire, receiving. 
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Though scant was Hyland's humble stord. 

Yet never wandering child of sorrow 
At evenrng sought his open door 

In vain to ask, in vain to borrow. 
The orphan's sigh, the widow's prajer, 

To him appealed with mightier power« 
And found a kindlier welcome there 

Tlian oft within the lordly tower. 

And Hjland had his raptures, too, 

When darkly sunk the silent even, 
And lone beneath the solemn yew 

He lent his soul to dreams of heaven. 
Till all the glorious concave seemed 

That dime revealed in saintly story, 
And every winking star that gleamed| . 

An angel shining In its glory. 

Kor frown, ye grave, at thoughts like this, 

That lend to vu*tue lovelier beauty, 
And sweet imagined sights of bliss. 

That cheer the toils of sterner duty. 
For holiest hearts witn earthly things 

Have blended themes of deep devotioui 
Heard seraphs in the minstrel's strings, 

And seen eternity in ocean. 

One evening, wrapt in thoughts like thesei 

^Vlth tears of heavenly sweetness flowing) 
Kd stood beneath the moonlit trees, 

His fervent heaii; divinely glowing. 
"Thou i)Ower,'' he said "whose kindly htai, 

Has fashioned all this fah* creationi 
Oh I aid me still, secure to stand 

Amid the snares of dark tcmptati37« 
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•* Sdli JU'cctly fill my jielding Di*cflst, 

With bonndlcss hope and lovo numeas^rdd — 
Still li^ my sool to Itonghts of i^cst. 

And lustiDg joys securely trcasui^ed. 
Oh I QoC for all the seiiscless glee 

Of worldly souls would I sun*endcr, 
il&e Jov my lonely thoughts of thee, 

WfUSB in my bosom purely tender. 

^ I see Choe in the winter's snow, 

T*Le echoing bolt and roaring thunder, 
And waves that foam, and fires that glow, 

And soonds of awe, and sights of wonder. 
E hear thee in the rustling woods, 

AVhen darkness resta ou. ^^rrovo and fonntun \ 
I see thee in the rushing floods, 

I read thee in the loiidl/ mountain. 

'* Yvom household love — &oai inendship's ti<y^ 

Though sweet the tnuusient bliss wo borro'j/} 
Soon, aooci the frail enchautments fly, 

And leave us wrapp'd in lonely soitow. 
For thee alone our love was made, 

In thee alone it centres purely ; 
There lives in light that ne*er can fado-* 

lliere rests its tired wings securely. 

** Whate'er of sanctioned rapture chaste, 

Whate'er of blameless pure emotion, « 
Thou will'st my heart in life should taste^ 

Be thou its first and last devotion I 
Like birds that seek a distant home, 

O'er ocean's waste and wide dominioSj 
And only touch the heaving foam, 

To rise afl^ain with stronger pinion* 
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" Oh thoD I the wretch's sorest Mend, 

First loaitA of bles^ng and of beaaty. 
Be stiU my being's um and end, 

Cliiof maik of worahip and of iuiy. 
Like sailors on a. stonn^ sea, 

lake wsndeHng exiles homeirard hudng 
So torn 017 constant thonghts to thee, 

Oh, nnbeginninf^ ereriasting 1 

" Yea, dnea to thee, alone oni stgiis, 

Arise Willi certun hope ascending. 
Still keep mj heart from golltf ties, 

And wandering loves and qnickly ending. 
Still torn my spuit's eagle gaze, 

From jojs like marsh lights widely stccyiiiQ'f 
To that oncbanging crown (tf rays — 

The bonndlesa and th-i undecaying, 

*" Hon lone within thb sacred grove 

Beside those banks and listening ri'/v, 
To thee I pledge my joathtiil Ioto, 

My loyalty and f^th for ever, 
Whnte'cr of earthly biise be mine. 

Of joy fulfilled or blest affection, 
Let heavenly hope and love divine, 

Be still my spirit's first election 1" 

Dark hovering b the midnight air, 

A demon heard the prayer ascending 
And saw beneath the moonlight tiicre. 

The fervent yonth dovontly binding. 
Grimly he smiled to hear that word. 

With deep confiding ardour spoken, 
BSjm feeble man so often heard. 

By fliithless mau so oHen brokeu. 
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yis.) ocean bird that downwaixl vio'AS 

Hi8 prej widim the summer billow, 
llie fiend i^'itli balefnl wing porsnes, 

Young Hyland to his nightlj pillow. 
With manj a wile he haunts the cot, 

And deep suggestion darkly tauited^ 
And now ho seems a sinful thought, 

Or sight-alluring fancy painted. 

But firmly stood the holy youth, 

By many a guardian bright attendee^ 
Unshrinking zeal and spotless tnith, 

In holy rapture calmly blended. 
ISach sdKaramental rite of lore, 

With reyorent heed devout to render*, 
He felt his prayer received above, 

Far dearer than whole mmes of splendjir. 

Kor when by ills like these oppressed, 

Tomfid he hb mind to darhig qucstijJi 
Nor fbd within his simple heart, 

The (lemon tempter's dark suggestion. 
But pUcsd on God his trast aright, 

Without whose wise accordhig poM-er, 
Not e*ea the tempest's fiercest might, 

Can rend a Leaf tazx slenderest flower 



PASTU. 



Os^ fatal power of human love, 

llie swift-enthralUng — swifter doying^ 

Tbr eart^ bdow and heaven above, 
The all-con fo:mdI^ig — all dcstro}in^. 
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With visions wil^ it dicats tho brain, 
And steals its peace and leaves it lonely ; 

It whispers hope that mast be vain. 
And jojs in hearts ill sorted only. 

Alas ( within the yonthM breast, 

Wlien holy thoughts arise sincerest, 
And when the heart is most at rest, 

Temptation oil is Inrking nearest. 
Confiding high in purpose pure, 

To fear and guilt alike a stranger. 
It steps within the fatal lure 

And falls, before it sees the danger. 

nis vain to say, in youthful ears, 

Time flies-— eaith fades with all its pLeej:u*€S«— 
Tho ardent heart attentive hears. 

But nought of transient counsel trcaroro?. 
TXs heavenly grace— piure, nndefilcdf 

llie voice of prayer ascending duly. 
Can fiimly stem the tumult v/ild. 

Of earthly passion rising newly. 

Upon a day — & summer's day, 

When calmly broke the dewy morning', 
Young Helen sought the v/oodland gay, 

With rosy buds her. brows adorning ; 
Aud joyous as the early bird, 

She sung along the green wood bounding'^ 
And rock and cliff the soft notes keai^ 

And answered from the hill surrounding; 

Qer golden hair the rising breeze 
Aradnd her laughing face was blowing^ 

While glidmg fleet beneath the trees, 
She 9oenzed a staxn throng thin clduds gabg 
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^VAlat ejc that saw hor tripping Iigb:t 
iUoDg each lanrel-shaded allej, 

But must have deemed a form so briglil. 
Some fauy of the leafy vallcjr. 

Hark, far withia the silent wood, 

\Aiiat sounds are those that softly linger ? 
Bcneatli the stream fair Helen stood, 

With lips apart and Ustening finger. 
Thej ceased she leaves the snnny spoC 

Through brake and covert switlly hidugf 
TQl stretched beside his lonely cot 

She savr the youthful minstrel lying 

Fly, Helen ! fly that fatal sight I 

Oh, hast, thou scon the rose-bud fading^ 
Wlien sudden breathes the eastern blight, 

Its tender bloom with death invading ] 
Or wounded bird that turns to pine, 

And die in some sequestei*cd bower ? 
^lore woe awaits that heart of thine 

Than wounded bird or blighted flower. 

Black flowed his hair as moonless night, 

His eyes like midnight stars uncloudeiL 
Of many hues the vestrnts bright, 

His peaceful form that lightly shroadod. 
And Genius on lus youthful face. 

And o'er his ample forehead stealing, 
With strong expression's thoughtful gnz-^ 

Habitual, noble thoughts revealing. 

Deep hid within that tangled screen, 
Ae lady saw him lone redining, 
While reaMm's light was faint wit^ 
ioandHncgr^o^rmnJ her shini:^ 
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(Jli, \\X}Q I that e*er a heart so light 

Should feci the gloom of oarly azdnedti—* 

I^at cankcnng soitow 8*cr should blight 
llio hcaUjjfuI glow of blameless gladnesft! 



Odo of tlic lo^^scr sprites, who keep 

Amongst the blest their radiant statioU| 
Saw from the far empyrean steep 

I'be subtle tempter's sly temptatiou. 
^jiJ upward sought iu higher air, 

liright hoveling o'er the sunny watOfi 
i Tliat angel whose protectmg care 

Kept watch around the chieftain's daugllSier. 

•^* Tenible brightness T thus it said, 

" 8ce*et thou yon fiend ivith wmgs extendoJ, 
Malign, above that sunplo maid, 

Dark, lowei-ing in the moonbeam splendid ? 
Hast thou thy tender charge resigned ; 

Dost thou no more her safety cherish. 
That thus, i^-ith heedless hnpulse blind, 
Thou leav'st her m the snare to perish?" 

Smilmg, the essence pure replied, 
" Peace vntli thee be, blest one ! — -thee only — ■ 
Who tempt their fate in curious pride. 

On their own strength pixssumiug lonely ; 
Or strongly tried, who faQ to use 

Ay th vigorous nvoU thinr free endetTOST, 
Shall in the internal conflict lose 

?lie banner of their hajDo for ever. 
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^ TIu; llcoil %vlio weaves that web m^JigaLy 

Sees not, with finite vision bounded, 
Ba doth bat aid the high design, 

]ii deep uaoning wisdom founded. 
lliiiB oft, tho accursed slaves of ill 

Are instruments of good, unknowing. 
And ha:o, with undesigning will, 

Can set the founts of mei-cj flowing * 



^ Lj tMs the youth," ffur Eelen said, 
^ ^i wiiom my maidens have been teUing** 
A holy Gfe who long has led, 

Devout, within this humble dwelling ? 
Oh I if a pure and lofly mind, 

And generous thoughts, and high endsftvoa? 
Be in such noble form enshrined, 

Fd listen to his song for ever. 

'^ \3nt how comes he a village swain, 

A youth from noble race descended, 
^/Hiose 8U*cs, in Desmond's knightly truOf 

In field and banquet hall attended ; 
When far in Shanid's western keep, 

The Desmond trod his leaguered towa?% 
And saw around the guarded steep 

T^L*, Batlei' led his baffled pcve-^ ? 
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"7 There la a pride fai lofty birth, 

But honour 18 the meed of meriti 
And nobler ia the Vmng wordi ' 

Than an^it iHuch thrifUess hon inherit 
Tlio gem maj deck tlie lordlj yesti 

Vnth wrooght adomments richlj twining. 
Bat brif^ter in fho lowlj breaeti 

The lamp of goodness pnrelj shming. 

^Fain wonld I leare the crowded halls. 

Where pride meets pride in fierce emotioiiy 
And place nie where 1^0. snnlight Ms 

On sweet content and meek deroUon ; 
There let me find the onlj joys 

That leave no grie& to those who share thea. 
And give, oh, give these golden *jojb 

To aoy maid that cares to wear them'' 

Ensh I silent be the breeiy plain*: 

Hush I ulent be thcL snudl blxds ungmg. 
He wakjs agam, that mstic stnun, 

nb gentle emit* sweetly stringing. 
He song of Eiin^s golden day, 

Ere natlye fiuth and tmst were shaken, 
And pleasant was his simple lay, 

As when the morning winds awaken. 

And then, with bosom beating strong, 

And npnused eyes and pale lips qnivering, 
He. sadly changed his tnnefiil tongne 

To notes like sounds of soft leaves shivering : 
So sweet his str^ns that violets there, 

A'j^'akening from their odorous slumbers, . 
Looked up into the stilly ur. 

To catdi the spirit of his numbers. 

• A. snirU harp. 
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He rang of Love mame iiad Ugk^ 

Thoi^ph oVr «i oartld^ botfom mtffmg 
That love that bidi all tMiie die^ 

Tile iHffii* aad llM nidMayhg. 
How, in a pcMantTi knabfe tmaif^ 

Goiffiwd lb toil attd Mbaov k^. 
That noisdesa paiaiwi deop dU HM, 

The motfi^ ike alnrieaa^ aadtltf My. 



How oft, at hoaiy-vestared moniy 

Or in t&e hour of fragrant even, 
llie bright mien of this noblj bom 

Minglod amid hu dreams of heaven. 
And how, when in l3ie whispering wooi% 

At Sabbath noon he wandered lonely: 
The brightest leaves and stateUest bncte 

Were types of her, and of her onlj; 

And how, vpon tiie findtM pfadn. 

Low ben^g o^er the swMping aleU«^ 
He started witon the goldwi gndn 

Shook, rustling m &• bvanea floUa 
Hoping in vain 'twas her kwed atqi, 

Her silken scarf the windi cansa&if, 
Or mnrmer of her bahqr hfiirti^ 

iliat poured upon his toQ a bleaslug. 

Fondly fbrg^bg fbal in vak 

The spuit speSs of love were apdcoLi 
For maiden high, to lowly swain^ 

Ne'er bent e*en tSiongfa a heart ^yc$ broken. 
What though he came of aolde butby • 

Of higfa-bon race bngftaed in sdoxy t 
His lot was now to flit tiie^ailll— 

Focffottcn <ill thm^ funskM i^or? 
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-*' Aht r ha said, whOe ireqacnt nghs 

Rose (tWk Kii young heart's depQtB of fteGbg, 
And sad tears dimmed his gentle eywj 
HiCtlrMig emo^n all revealing. 
^ Alais P he said, .'4t mnst be So ; 

The high-bom may not leave then* statiosii 
Though lowlier hearts be r^nt irith woe, 
Ai^ inroro ^th helpleto adoration. 

^^ Yes, it mnst ever^ encet be 

In this friul world of abject mmtaUj 
The iron hand of pOTcrty 

Closeth for aye the golden portals I 
Ikt Then — great waleher of Hie inind-^ 

Thon^ sad and dark Khonghts there are sweUiag. 
fMd it m medmfliflRi t>e resigned, 

Thromb'SorrotlF's dkn and donded dWeObgr** 

like winds that M on perfumed floweni 

Woiried of wandering o^er the meadowSi 
So ^ei'lbe If^ and those green bowers 

Were:left Jn idlenco to Mbe shadows 
Fair Helen stood widi beatbg heart. 

And vfkk watadng from itt slumbeni, 
While thronghher soial strange passiotts da::t| 

Respeltieilt to tihe breati^ng noBibenk 

Within her h6aH a hidded seOM^ 

Told her tha* ti» was that affisedon-^ 
The high,- the holy, the ktense^-^ 

And she wMrAad'iMs'hto^VeketieiL 
Tearsi bummg tear^of joj^ «nd^]Udn^ 

Upon her cheek wM wildl v ffismM^ 
Ss rose — ^her spirit -wdd^agaih) 

And swKkdis^elM Its H^ywM'dmt&^if 
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Sbo looked along the sunny vale, ^ 

She heard'the joyous lark ascendiDgy 
She fdt the soft persuasive gale, 

She heard the stream its murmur bliBlLdhg *^ 
Sae marked the eot — the smiling iide, 

She gazed upon the lonely isbsd. 
She trembling turned, and wept aside, 

For, oh! c£e loved the young Matt HyisaJL 

like one bedde a fountain ci^, 

Els fever thurst impatient slaking, 
She stands with fixed eye and ear, 

At every sense the t^pture taUng. 
He stirs^-O pleasure I — quidLly o'er, ' ^ 

Ah ! dream of bliss how briefly ended 1 ^ 
She 80Q8 him pass that cottage door. 

And gloom upon the scene descended. 

With drooping head and downcast eyes. 

And hands entwined in theuj^tfnl seembj^ 
Young Helen through the greenwood hie% 

No more with infant rapture beaming: 
Unlike, alas ! the laughing child 

That left those halls at dawning earlyi 
With spoitive action bonnding wild, 

And voice that woke the edioes cheedy; 

A dew-drop from the daisy brushed, ' ^ 

A happy fancy dashed with sorrow, 
A woodland song untunely hushed, 

A sunny eve and clouded mcnrow : 
A gilded barge that nnksat sea, ^ 

Upon a summer noon o'eiladen ; 
A (Uioig star— a blighted tree, 

An ^Tpes of thee, 0, wounded maUflCl 
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"* Thou sister of my reason's choice, 

In heart as jpnng, in connsel olderi 
Oh I let me hear thy friendly voice, 

And lay my head npon thy shonlder 
Thy coonsel quick ! — ^for in my heart 

A shaft is sped — a fire is lighted, 
.'vnd thOQ and I m death shall part, 

For &8t I »nk, and fimcy bllgfated. 

^^ Unhappy day ! — at break of dawn 

I left my room when thon wert sleefnng f . 
I passed the wood-r-the bridge— the lawn: 

Throngh tangled copse and thicket creeping. 
And joyfol in the glowing mom 

I onward roved with tibonghts unheeding 
Now watdung 'neath the perfumed thorn, 

The tinud rabbit swifUy speeding. 

^ Or seeldng for the slgr-lark's nest, 

Within the dewy-scented meadow, 
Or tracing o*er its waving breast 

The momndond's dark and fitful shadow. 
9'ddden npon the bi'eezy air 

Such thrilling strains of song awakec- 
ii^utnaiced I stood, attentive there, '^ 

Xy very bosom*s breaming takea 
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Berida the quel sfcream I stoodf 

A|id foncQj^giLfied and eager listened, 
WUle ai iho ronaed and q^niveriiig «m»4 

Widi rosy moramgfa dew-drop gUstenfld 
And there, where winds and waveleta pla}vd 

narmoniona rennd the lonely bland, 
Beneath the cool, embowering shade, 

Recludng Uj the joimg Matt Hjland. 

^ With thrflluig iMittts aaeeadhig liow, 
. Like tvMlU sowmI of fiiKiBg waler, 
E^ song how dmpU peaaanl low 

Ead dawd to krre a ehMUio^s daxi^btiss 
Nora 1 in any boeonli 'eera, 

A vdce, A a|wy, a bnalb ^ teaven, 
Told me he was tiiat peasant poor, 
And I Sot wiiem tfaai heart was tiTSU. 

^ Yes, he's a simple village swain, 

YeC <daiBis descent, fi^ra^bold O'Cpooor C 
And Ibongh content to tffl the plssn, 

Hts SQol IS high and ^H of honour. 
And I am come of high degree, 

From Desmoadls noble race descendei; 
Bat, oh ! a village maid Pd be, 

If ^-ith hb lot ajfiU wene faieided* 

^ Hushed v/as the Jong-^*within theahndd 

ne sat in pensive mood rsoiiidng, 
His ^ont emit near him laid. 

His tnnqwl egre divindf shining. 
Deep silence o*er the gardan hnog. 

His modest browr was Imiding lowlf, 
When now the morning hymn his«wig| 

His struns asceodtn^ neft and My. 



'^I gazed npo^^tantooflt, 

And raol^ Md «M0 iN»i9 All ifiM^ 
While I IMi«jU Ae ^iraig MiiU £^9d^ 

Oh! Noia, ^<^fiy hnjuwhyajp^ 
OhI Nqg^jfloofheihifilatlvjMapu^ 

Which fires my bMi<^ «ja& iimted^f^bniiit 
Oh giiNPi|»9i0fmfiiiil^ orilaogaMihi'' 

With 8tai4i|il ibE«««r Ji[oi» tous 

Tho 8tQC|r -ei Ihe luoUe juaidan^ 
Her heart too deepl/ ^.imig for Aetfs, 

Sat )«wl «raA ^tt<^ neuMfies 
For unce when fir«t fai earigr fsime , 

She >(Nnd 4he 4Wi)«y path of cM^u^ 
She loTody wUb«MDeiigih iiiQBBMedi>7llinB^ 

No word3 escape Imt 'fidtertng tongne. 

Her |rte Iwwfla pflwas Iher beirinng hoapm ; 
The dirge of iiU her hopes is Yimg, 

The bolt hath Meii---T«od ehe iDiut ieie Mm. 
^ For thin,*' <sh0 ihong^ ^hAteoan&imjlQm^ 

For 4kis dbne mj iheaift iie Alighted; 
Bat time may be hell deadypvoeFe 

The AeUii^gi «f * bo0oni dif^itod r 

She 8tHled^*-4n hfirann imsiiied 

Helea'hid bid her fiager gniti^ 
Ajid ap into her ejes lad ijaced, 

With Mgor qnestioning iglanoe kiteBtijr« 
"^ Alas I I see thou deem*st oie wrong, 

All s«dd«i4iin6B, and lowly-hearted; 
Whh reddcsB jiaseioii bonie idong. 

With fdde^ andsfaasie, $rdhoama parted P 
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Soft gleams the ligkt m Nora*! 9j% 

A gentile sioile her pale lip fluhiiigi 
Whfle eyil thoughts are broodbig nii^ 

And Twigeance o'er her sj^iit nuhbg. 
^ Have I not» ladf, iratehed bjr thee^^ 

In festal hall, or wfld-wood boweri 
FVom earliest years of infimey, 

Oompanion.of each passing hoar ? 

^ Then wonder not I now shonld shrink, 

To see the boding storm <tf angnish, 
To see thy gentle sfurit smk. 

All raddy pressed, and droop and languish, 
like dew vpoa the wild- wind's path, * 

like slender leayes by tempests shaken, 
Thonlt M before a fiuhei's wnOh, 

By friends, and fiune^ and pride ibrBakcQ. - 

^ Thy sire is lord of all this land, 

And thon'rt his loved and only daughter, 
And many a smtor seeks thy hand, 

From hr Giar to Gorrib water. 
Thmk not the Desmond's pride will bow. 

For even his loved and fondly cherished; 
Kather than see her beading low,> - 

He'd mourn above her, fidlen and perished.* 

Young Helen's cheek hath brightly flushed, 

Affection's fire her eye hath lighted. ' 
^ Oh I rather let my heart be crashed, 

Its hopes denied — ^its wishes bli^ited I 
Oh 1 rather let my head be laid 

Silent beneath the gravels oold shadoW| 
tlHule sunshine glads the flowery glade^ 

And fragrsat winds ,o'eriwesp the meadow« 
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^^ Than that one iugnue thought should bring 

A sorrow o'er hU age dedining, 
Or disobecUenoe taSht the spring 

Where hdiest lore was erer slunmg. -^ 

No ! Peace shall hallow Desmond's jears^ 

Unknown his dangfatei^s hapless storf, 
nil Hjland's name in Desmond's ears 

Sonnd sweet as song* of knightly gldiyi 

Yet, Nors, yet I fiun wonld test" 

His fiuned worth and stunless merit. 
And should thejr fii&— why, peace and rest 

May soothe again my troubled spirit. 
My sool, perhaps, m &ncy vain^ ' 

Is worriiipping a vision only, 
Which lores me on, through grief and pain. 

At last to leaye me dark and lonely. 

^ I'd know if that which tonpts my heart 
Be worthless of the pun 'tis bringing, 
And burning thoughts might then deport. 
Now round my inmost feellnp cUnging. 
TSs wooing fate — ^yet, Nora, go, 

And seek him in l^s lonely island, 
Wken dewy winds are whispering low, 

Say I would speak with young Matt HylaiuL** 
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Ok, spotless purity of mind ! 
, Majestic grace of youthful beauty! 
Who loVst, within the heart refined^ 
To house with peace and simple dot?* 
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pan 9B tbe.galo wiiose viewleas wisffi 
The wind hasp sireeps witii moarnM fleetmeES 

Ohy ojuie and teach Ihe -eager .strings 

To blend itbdr fives with heaveniy swoetett. 

Firs: grace of vii|pa iscmls ! 4o thee^^ 

To thee I ponr mj minstcel auarj; 
(Xx I left 4ihe descant mmg free, 

From thee receire its saring glory. 
Few, few for thee awake the .strain, 

Few tnne for thee the pleawg moasore^ 
For first amongst the slothful train 

The poet hannts the gates of pleasure. 

Then quickly come, oh, angel maid ! 

In robe of purest white descendii^ ! 
Who lorest to haunt the sficred shade 

Where sounds of choral praise are blendSz^ 
The banquet late and grossly stored, 

And tipsy dance who flies affi*ightcd, 
But lorest the 8p<are and simple board, 

By sweet religion calmly lighted. 

Without thee, life were aU a waste ; 

Without thee, rile were rank and power; 
without thee, science sinks debasecl, 

And beauty lies a soiled flower. 
The monarch's crown — the conqueror's 

'Ilie poet*s artful strains enchanting— 
llic ssge's love — the maiden's charms, 

Ai-e shora of praiae »rtien <hou art «»•'***■• 



flow wide they err who deem thee ^Utt, 
And hard of iieart to human Miagj 

Because thou loath^t the hateM tiirill, 
In oassion*?! bosom darkly stealing. 



ViOf know wh» Oei! tnib iiciireBlj ssis, 
JUt fiutii^ lore, forlMe ■uTOBtier, 

How pore wilbin iho J«Dol3r4ii«iMt 
Thy spint hvaam iHmadf^Ufoder. 

Ho more, no Qioni|,^.feeb]e rawcb 

Who (sarij crofls'a in young a^feaion, ; 
Ub bare to jpassion's storoay winds, 

Make bleak despur jour fell election. 
llie sniddal dfangbt refrain, 

And learn jonr Nature's loftier tending, 
Kor change an honr of fanded pain 

For grief nnknown, and nerer ending. 



Oooie down with more than wovted ^fires, 

AAdbarst my .spirit's seasiial •slombeiiy 
And light my heMi to liigh desires, 

And kindle in my tising trambers, 
For mighty is the theme I sing, 

Thongh by a feeble voice nepeatod, 
And strong shall be the eoopding etiWg, 

That teUs a tale of dovs ^lented 

In sweet Aditre, QVr4iH4md^|4ain, 

The snmmer moonb jsofiiy gkamin^ : 
What fidger laps Iheeottage^pane, ^' 

And breaks the yonthful peasant's ilreaoiipg? 
Ee hears in accents mnmnr^ sweet, 

^ Matt Hykad, wake ! •and ^Ase and fHUoW;** 
Se loaves the cot «nd conrses' fleet, 

A dying form o'er hill 4»nd hollow- 
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Thej nter ai a garden gate ; 

'^ Hull, left 1 mj-ladpainher bower;*' 
AboTO them flapped in -gkxmiy alate 

The flag torn each embattled tower. 
StSll thriddfaig aoft in candons gniaei 

Throogh graaajr walk and eorert ahadji 
With wonder in his heart and ejea^ ' 

He stands before that beanteona Mj. 






^, 



^ Oh i acorn me not !** she aaid and nghed, 

And trembling paoaed, and deeply blodUa; 
For e'en (he mi&ight conld not hide, 

The shame o^er all her forehead rushing. 
^ Oh I bhrnie me not i— but lundly hear. 

And kindlier feel my wretched story; 
And lend at least a pitying ear. 

For state deqpised and hated ^ly I 

'« Uy sfafe is lord of an tlda laid, 

And I his lored and only danghto*, 
And many a lord has sought my hand, 

From fer Ciar to Conib water. 
Oh I vab is now their suit to me. 

Pro marked the worth that shinea abont thee \ 
And I hnd rather toil with thee, ' 

Than live and revxn a Qneeti vitliout the^ 
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** sKiI take me from a rank I hate, 

Ohl take roe from this joyless sptondAyiTi ' 
AaI let me share th j londy state, 

A doweriess.bride^— bat trneaikd teod&\ 
The Kernes are hushed — my Hither sleeps-— 

My steed is on the *nighted headier, 
And dix>trsy watch the warder keeps, 

Asd safe will be cor flight together P 

Uatt IlyUmd was a viUsgo D-wain, 

Nor towoc, nor land nuty he hiherlt, 
Yet honour fired each honnding vcm, 

And prineely Tforth'and regal spirit. 
Ho kiiclt before the lady's feet, 

Dcr sandaird shoes with tears bedewing 
Uke doomed serf with action meet, 

To Korfhem Empress lowly sneing. 

"^ grief I" he said, " for him who knows 

And feels the force of worth and beantyy 
Whose heart widi yonthfnl ard.^nr glows, 

Yet owns the tie of loyal duty ! — . 
Oh, do not say my heart is cold, 

But nunglc pity while thou blainest, ' 
Though not for mines of hoarded gold 

Would I become the wretch thou namestt . 

^ Thy sire is Lord of all Adare ; 

From Desmond's noble chiefe doscendedf ' 
And true to them my fathers were 

In batUe stem and banquet splendid. 

What kinder chief can peasant hail,^ '^ • 

From fiir CSar to Corrib water, 
Ajid how would somid the thankless- talo^ ■-''' 

U I should ste&l bis only daughter^ 
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<( And woiild*8t thoa be Iffttt BjtttidVMdel 

And W0iild*8t tfaoQ share luBlowiy 8Cati<Ri!«^ 
Though wooed faj all the wealth and pride 

That Ivree fai Erin's regal nation ? 
I^fldfy-mdned hi foitimefsanns, 

Lirc*s flowera around thee erer Uoomfaigi 
Thou little knowest the countless harms, 

That o'er the peasant's eoC are gloomlBg. 

^ The scanty meal — ^the raiment thin — 

Uncertain health and cert .'n labonr— 
The sick-bed lone*— where rarely's seen, 

And feacihl comes the timid neighbonTr 
When fierce and sadden tempests bnrst, 

Bedde« cheerless hearth he fi^ecses, 
For hun the whitar blows its worst, 

And fever taints the somuLcr breezeft 

'' Yet I wese blest— -the tempest hoarse 

On ma.ndght waste its Inngs for ever, 
On me the irinter bend its force. 

And ndn .wreak its worst endeaToor. 
But, oh ! to think, 3ronng blndiing one I 

Thj tender jberished fiame shonld' bea? *^ : 
•Full bitter is ^e dranc^t alone, 

Bati okl 'twere death with thee to share!r 

And, ah ! for lore—its golden veO 

Falls- qniek at dark n&fortime's greeting ; 
AH earthly love is eaftiiiy frail. 

All earthljr paasion* dmridyi il«edKigi 
tLlie hope, to fitosy oidf hrighCi 

Would nearer kae itsiwMui^p V^^ 
And (iimhiaaqldlklimettfli HHubSfikm^^^fi^ 

That led -than ftom tiy ftthei^ ftm^r* 



« Vat teke a poasantTs humble thMdb, 

Vor tnst or love so kindly undtc^I : 
And atill, amid the joining latill 

Of Erin's daughters M^jrtSBderril , 
Eemeinb* bim tO' when thy j^eace 

Was doaier than tile lore withbi (Hoe; 
Who held it fiir the nobler Mi8» 

To fifi»wkiK)ii« ttei baseitr ^^ ^1^^* 

<^ Faiewen," she sighed, ^iikxm kMm^ yoath, 

Miuo aM has wroaght aifee own andc^ng ; 
I did bat try thy loytf'Mt^ 

And find it staln l l B BS ■ t o lay iUkt. 
Hore, wear fw mel^ da8|l tf goli: 

FareweUi ibi< see the iawii ib breaMftg f 
Matt Hykni learof that VoMf hold, 

Like one ih>m bfistfftff dIreaMs ai^^skiiigi 

8hc passed her ftither at Hie gttt« : 

Why changed is Heton'a inlrtlilhl KMeA^ 
Why shun each nunk of WtaM or silifl^ 

Throngh ha(D and chamb^ sadfy ileeftsf ? 
'^Woel woo for met thoi^ i!n these dsK^ 

The sanmer snu hi bflghll)) rniinttift 
Black midnight ia thj- besom- dwells : 

My peace is gOBO'^Hoiy heart h i^iisgl 



^ Ye woods and kwtts of sweee au«^, 

Te rtthied aides! 800 shhdng'rfveir, 
Ye dreams cf cUIAoeid, iUself ftii^ 

.And ftded new, fintewtXt ft>r evttt*. 
Ttte, take away lids' gioigeooa iMda^ 

T^ose sptettdoor iMOks iilqr MidbesB ody^ 
For, ohl how sad! Ihr ohlbiyrtaia 

Is grandenr, when tito heartk km^ 
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^ Oh I bad I been a village iaas, 

In yonder Uiwly cottago. dwellings 
At vesper late, or early maaa, 

My hamble beads devoutly telling. 
Then blameless might young Helen shane 

His oot bendo that mnrmnring water, 
The hapiuest heart in all Adaro, 

Though reared a lowly peasant's dau^^ta: 

^ Now merry haip and song adieu ! 

And danee at eve and music soundingf. .;, 
ni roam in groves of dismal yew, 

And fhnenl qrpross all surrounding. 
Soon, soon ui early tomb shall hide 

This frame, already faint and dying; 
Some village maid shall be.his bride. 

When I am in the ehurchyard lying. 

^ Yet blessed be they ! and safe from ill, 

When day for me no more is shining ; 
Let better thoughts my bosom fill, 

Than fruitless sighs and vain repining. 
Since duty mars lifers only bliss. 

With Ugher hopes mj sighs 111 smother. 
And, oh 1 for all we bf e in thia, 

Miiy heaven rcwarJ us in anotlier l" 

Now, slow amid the closed buds, 

Soft hung with dow-dropS; pale and qui^ecsog^ 
Matt Hyland treads the silent woods, . 

"NeaUi glcAming moon-lieams coldly 8hiv(Qi;Ligi 
^Uow comes k thus 4 what dream i# ^his 1 ; • 

And have I stood.in Helen's, bower ? 
Oh I let me^irell npqn.tho bliss ^ 

No more, of that enchanting hQiT. 
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^' No more of each angelic tone, 

rhat like nnearthj music flowing 
Still fen apon my ear alone, 

'Midst sounds of leaves and night winds blowing 
Bat follow truth*s unerring line, 

My bark with holy prudence steering 
Kor eren for Helen's love resign 

The hope that waits the persevenuip. 

'^Ohl stretch to life's extr<nnest spao, 
The brilliant course of earthly pleasure) 

How looks the space assigned to man 
Lost in the vast eternal measure. 

Bonk, fortune, love, earth's highest bliss- 
All life can yield of sweet or sple;.did— 

Are but a thing that scarcely is. 
When, lo ! its mortal date is ended. 

^ So flwiil is time — so briefly lost. 

The floeting joys of life's creation: 
WIULt stiiiDS the present is the past, 

Beforo the mind can mark its station. 
On earth we hold the spint blest, 

That learns to bear affliction cheerlyi 
And what we call and fancy rest 

Is brief annihilation merely. 
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There's demon spite in forms that seem^ 

As fur as angels jnst descended ; 
There's demon spite in eyes that gleam; 

With softness and devotion blended. 
That trusted Mend, who knew alone 

The secret of their midnight meetin{f| 
Beyealed the whole with serpent tone, 

To Helen's sire tlie tale repeating. 

One summer eve, retnnLUg late 

From vespers in the convent tower, 
With weary feet young Helen sate, 

Reclining in her garden bower. 
Now long fbrgot that earthly light, 

Now vanquished long each wild emotion, 
As stars m stmshine feding quite, 

So love was lost in pm-e Jevotfon. 

True, blanched was the rosy check, 

And wasteil now the taper finger, 
iknd faintly kind and sweetly weak. 

The sounds that on those thin lips linger 
But 'mid the wreck a hope prevailed 

Of bliss that duteous souls inherit ; 
And still the more the body failed, 

The stronger grew the heavenly spirit. 

Hark ! voices at the garden gate 1 

With startled ear young Helen listeiU) 
Where, in the dewy sunshine late. 

The bowering laurel brightly glistemi. 
Forgive the act nor harm, nor blaiuo^ 

Her llioughts perooivcd, uor wroug intcailsi 
Hot she has heard ^latt Hyland's name 

With words of menace d&rkly blended. 
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''''*I iliinL thee for the daUouB tale. 

IVmghty withm his lonelj island, . 
L s&ilor band shall cross the yale, 

And bind the heels of jonng Matt HylaoL 
A seaman on the hetiying deck, 

Then let him ploagh the croplcss wiiteri 
In battle stem or hideous wreck 

Hell leani to woo his chicftaln^s daughter!" 

VHuA nov7 shall wretched Helen do ? 

By all betrayed — ^by all forsaken. 
What foot to seek his cot, and who, 

With warning Toice, his soul to waken ? 
She clasped hei* hands, she raised her eyes. 

Then swift through copse and thicket glidkgf 
To Hyland's cot the lady Mes, 

In heaven herself and him confiding. 

Alone she sought the evening wood, 

Alone she reached his silent dwellinig 
And on his threshold bright she stood, 

H:^ tale of warning quickly telling. 
With wonder wild Matt Hyland hcardy 

His grateful ejOA delighted rusing, 
Like sinner to repentance stirred, 

Upon his guardian axigel gasing. 

^ And is it mine to bid thee fly 1 

And see thy native valley nevei — 
To tell thee hope must surely cQe, 

To say farewell 1 — ^farewell for ever 
To hear thy guiltless doom alone, 

From her whose reason most approved thoo: 
Tliy only fault, that thou hast none ! 

Thy only crime, that Helen loved thee? 
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^^ Sesorre farewell ! Since thus wa pas^ 

And lasting exile iai^kens o'er thee, 
Bbre let me pour my opening heart, 

In all its fervent truth before thee. 
Yes, here beneath the solemn night, 

"Hong listening woods and waters loncl^'', 
iteoeive mj troth, and promise plight — 

I love thee ail — I love thee omy I 

^ If It be blameless bliss to know, 

£ki danger wilc]^ or pleasure thi'illmg, 
0:ie bosom shares thj joj or woe, 

One heart divides each varying feeling. 
Thixt balm, my parting boon receive, 

For home, and rank, and state, and spleodo^' 
Ally all, for thee my heart would leave : 

All, all, but heaven, for thee surrender. 

^ And said*st thou poverty would chUl 

The truth that in my heart is burning, 
That, pinched with want, and scared with ill. 

My thoughts would falter — ^home rctmiiini{ 7 
Thou little know'st what woman^s heart 

Can dare when love and woe are nearest, 
The torture, thus with thee to port, 

Is keener far than aught thou fearest I" 

Pensive his air, and few his words. 

Like those who secret woe dissemblSi 
And mournful as the various chords 

That in the rising breezes ti*emble. 
Somble his state, but high his mind^ 

"^th unaffected force discerning. 
And feelings pure and thoughts refined^ 

The aunfde bosom's noblest learning. 
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Farewell !** he said, Tvith brimming e^^cs, 

And clasped hands, devontly kneeling : 
Delighted awe and wild smprise, 

And grief within his bosom swelling. 
Farewell I I had no hope — and yet, 

'Twas 8W(!et to hear the soft wind nghin^fi 
And watch the snn arise and set 

Upon the towers where thou wer't lying. 

The summer's heat — ^the winter's snow, 

Tlio v/ild birds in the woodland sin^g, 
And streams that glide, and flowers that blo^; 

Sweet thoughts of lore and thee were brxa^ng^ 
Parcwell I my freedom thus preserved. 

At rbk of all thy soul can tender, 
From Hyland's heart has more deserred, 

Than one like him can ever render.^ 



« Farewell I" — she shrieked — ^her Other's ftaa 
Upon the threshold stood before her. 
And, dark as autivmn's gathering storm, 
His gloomy brows were lowering o'er hfirii 
^ Remove your lady to the hold ! 

And bind that slave in heaviest fetters ; 
How camo he by that clasp of gold ? 
Ilie hind mr.:t mate among his betters. 

'Llioa loitering knave, why walts*6 ihou ? Edoel 

Be still, and do thy chieftain's biddmgl" 
Bereft of hue, and life, and sense. 

They bear her from the cot, unheedmg. 
Luoe moons had slowly rolled away, 

(Long lapse of undiscovered treason,) 
Bse, ever from that dreadful day, 

Eiud Helen knowu the light of reason. 
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war! thou necessary ill I 

Wliat lingering curse shall he^inher^^ 
Who, stirred by fell ambition's zeal. 

Presumes to rouse thy wasting spiiit ? 
Dark foe to human weal, who draws 

His sword, the bands of peace to seyer. 
Without the plea of righteous cause, 

Woe I woe 1 shall rend his soul for ever 

The heart, when perilled deep in fight. 

That wannest glows with warlike spiiit, 
Is not, in thy all-piercing sight. 

The highest in the ranks of merit. 
For ofl it turns with selfish aim, 

Untouched by nobler thoughts of duty^ 
In greedy quest of idle fame. 

Or idler smile of passing beauty. 

Such virtue claims the beast of prey, 

In equinoctial desert lonely. 
Who dares the chance of battle fray, 

For passion or dominion only. 
But man, illumed with heavenly light. 

Should join the din of mortal clangour, 
Alone for justice and the right, 

And then with slow reluctant ao^^r. 

We scorn the wretch, with coward hand, 
When danger toward his home is bending. 

Who shuns to aid the patriot band, 
^or helpless are and youth contondinjj. 
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Ill reason b cjo not less abhorred 
Lb hxi, irith hardened sonl nnspfliiag*, 

Wlln reckless grasps the desperate sword, 
ITor cause or consequence nncaring. 

With steady eje the tndy brave 

Behold that &tal term appalling, 
Not scared, like passion's conscious slav^ 

With ontstretched arms the world recsQliDg, 
Nor callous to eternal cares, 

In heayen deserted, calm, unshaken ; 
For charity alike forswears 

The self-devote and self-forsaken. 

yor, oh ! in this our fallen state, 

So frail are even the best and purest, 
Their sum of conscious ill is great, 

Who seem in truth to stand securest 
He deepliest feels the yoke of sm 

Who firm in Virtue's mail hath bound him. 
And he whose eye is turned within 

Will lightly heed the flattery round hmi* 

Could we, with understanding gaze. 

But calmly view this transient being, 
Our souls would shun the sound of prais? 

As from the hiss of serpent's fleeing. 
By meditation^ tranquil beam 

Our minds would read existence dearly, 
And see how false— how mere a dream, 

Is all the world esteems so dearly. 

There is a pride that outward shows, 
In haughty port and diction swelling. 

While lip, and eye, and brow disclose 
The monster in the bosom sweUing^ 
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Sach pride to open sense revealed, 

Like outward wonnds with slight eadosvQJA' 
Is often bj reflection healed. 

And banished from the heart for e7ei% 

And, oh 1 there is a stubborn spritOi 

Withm the inmost soul abiding, 
That shifting flies the gaze of light| 

In 'bright disguises ever hiding. 
Self-diffidence, with downward glance. 

And timid speech it oft resembles, 
£ren while with secret arrogance 

£ach pulse withm the bosom tremblea 



Wild wonder spread through all the vak^ 

And manj a friendly eje was douded. 
When Rumour told the moumfrd tale. 

In cottage lone and hamlet crowded. 
How Hyland, frt)m her father's home, 

Had sought to lure his chieftiun's daug^itOP 
Now doom^ in exile wide to roam, 

A seaman on the western water. 

^^ And who," thej said, " will now confidfl^ 

In outside fair, and seemmg blamekifli 
If forms like his at heart can hide 

Deedt and ingrate treason shameless f 
For soul in nobler shape enshrined, 

Yet never lived in Erin's island ; 
And where can truth a shelter find. 

If falsehood dwells with young Matt Hyiaa/ii, 
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The iK^t is launclied — (he dripping oan 

(rlaoce in the fitfril moonbeams holy ; 
'Ilie youth has left Magae's gloomy shontf^ 

His forest paths and dwelling lowly. 
With forehead gloomed with silent grief| 

And dreaming eye and heaving bosom. 
His glances catch each passing leaf, 

And drooping bongh, and dosing blos33St 

AHiile pale upon the furrowed wake, 

The moonlit waters brightly bubbled, 
.lieu settling calm as summer lake, 

Slept in the gentle light untroubled. 
And Aighted in her covert high, 

Tlio ourlew rose on whirring pmion, 
And startled with her lonely cry 

Hushed silence in her lone domlniou. 

And far away by ruined wall, 

And shieUng low and hold of po\vec*| 
By lofty Courtis embattled hall, 

And Ballyculle n's guarded tower. 
VThero eastward, from the Candle Rock| 

The death-light Hung ltd tb/ lustre, 
Before nptom by sulphurous shock, 

Bold warriors round Fitzgerald's d'U:ter* 



-*< 
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XJk poqiL: oUonc the morning's oeani, 

'WlifiQ ^x>m Magae*8 bosom gently glicSuf 
The/ reached old Shannon^s mighty stre^i:^ 

0*e»' swell and breaker gaily riding. 
FuH siany an isle and headland gray, 

And wooded cliff behind them leaving, 
STer moored, in Labasheeda's Bay, 

They reached the ship at anchor heaving 

Broad looming 'gainst the surly South, 

From her black hull, robust and swelling^ 
Full many a grim and muzzled mouth 

Of ordnance fenced the Ocean dwelling. 
Above, old £ngland*s banner flew. 

From high top-gallant gaily streaming. 
The gilded stem, ui many a hue. 

With dread Eliza's name v. as glcauung* 

Wild wonder Hyland*s heai*t enthnilled *, 

His besom heaved, his accents faltered 
For merry England's wooden walls. 

What eye can see and rest unaltered ? 
Her hearts of oak ar.d armed array, 

What heart c&a mark that knows her istx/ 
Kor long to join their wild huzza, 

Nor bum to share their patriot glory ? 

ifiurolled amongst that gallant ere;?, 

Soon Hyland lost his rustic bearing : 
Robust m limb and brown in hue, 

A manlier form and gesture wearing^ 
Well pleased to serve his native land, 

He treads the deck, a seaman stead/. 
And plies his art with dextrous hand^ 

And apprehension apt and read/. 
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Oily )t>vth ! in thj exnldng prime, 

Thoso eaithly woes but lightly shake l^ 
Tha^, known and felt in after time, 

Sink deep into the heart and break It 
Vvlth friends or native land to party 

Then famtlj shades life's morning splenJov; 
Hope holds the world within ber heart. 

And tlue and space like sbtves attend hecv 

To co3 'iie rope — to climb the ysjrd. 

Nor hoed the billows' swinging modon, 
To watch alone, when diiying hard, 

The night wiiid tore the wintiy ooeaa. 
Mildlf to bear Ooxsh varied ID, 

Each kbonr of his new conditbn, 
And more than all, to bear his wiHy 

In meek, miqnestioning snbmissicKL 

Such now was Hjbind's altered life, 

Bat well he bore the ills that pained hfia ; 
Say, je who read the bosom's stnfe, 

What power amid these toils sostuned Lba 
What kept his yonthfoi mind at rest ? 

nU brow without a doad to shade it ? 
TTbat truisnre of the blameless breast ? 

A heait at peace with him who madt) it 

ITis mates, who marked his bearing mild. 

With scjm beheld the pions strangei^ 
1 hw deemed his mothei^s precious chilik 

Unfit to stand the shock of danger. 
Bat ne'er to question or resent 

Di I Hyland torn when anger pleaded, 
Els mmd was all on dnty bent, 

;Uid left the idle scofi* miheeded. 
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lie wod not of the fickle school, 

Who, hanched on life m boyhood^s sesaooi 
Fmd argument m ridicule, 

And in a sneer convincmg reason. 
The stsir that from the shore of jonth 

HLi eye beheld with pure derotionf 
That cynosm^ of heavenly tmth, 

Now led him o*er the world's wide ooeaa. 

Twas mom, and o*er the western main, 

With favonring gales, the ship was steciinf • 
Wlien, lo ! the hostile flag of Spain 

Far o'er the distant wave appearing. 
A sail 1 a sail 1 each gladdening face 

Is bright with mingling joy and wonderi 
And soon the level guns of chase 

Sent o'er the deep their echoing thander. 

Bat nought, the gallant foe declined 

The strife, witii coward sail retreating, 
Bat hove against the freshening wind. 

And calmly waits the menaced meeting. 
Soon side to side, in stem array. 

With ready decks they ride the water, 
And wait beneath the rosy day 

The signal of the opening slaughter. 

As liigh o'er diff or seething main, 

By lone Eilked or heathy Callan, 
'Ilie bastard eyes the soaring crane, 

\^1th eager beak and ready talon : 
S ) hove the hardy British sloop, 

Ag&inst that pondr:}as halk stapcndovi| 
Though towered the Spaniard's ai*mod poopy 

Above her mizen peak trcmcndons. 
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Ve British tars, behold your prey I" 

The CaptJiiirs voice was heard ao longer. 
Lost in the brief and stem harra, 

From deck and yard aiising stronger. 
^^ Those maids of Spain, in times to come, 

This day shall oft recall with soitow ; 
Gto I send yonr iron greeting home : 

Up ports 1 and ^ve the foe good morcow P 

The htdls that on the sxmny brine, 

All sullen lay and slowly heaving, 
Gkive answer to the battle sign, 

With sadden din and stillness cleaving. 
Hnrra ! above the foaming main. 

They join in combat, close and gory, 
For Philip and the hills of Spain I 

For England and Eliza's glory ! 

Hurra I the shot is thickening fast. 

As hail against the roof in winter. 
Crash, bolt, and yard, and shrieking mast, 

Each scattering wide the mortal splint^. 
Loud rings each hull, as frequent sweeps 

The ponderous ball with sightless motioo^ 
While echo, from her lowest deeps. 

Answers around the listening ocean I 

In volumes rolled the sulphurous smoke, 

That did the dreadful scene environ. 
While deep at heart the groaning oak. 

Full oft received the rending iron. 
Staunch by his gun each seaman stood, 

Unmoved amid the uproar stunning, 
lliougb oft ho saw the seamed wood, 

AQ ruddy with th« carnage niQal:^^; 



264 ^^Tr nvLAMD. 

^ VueAT range of metal trebles ours," 

The Captun cries, '* aud fast Ls telling, 
Haste, gallant lads ! while dai^klj lowers 

The favoTiring dond between ns sweUing?' 
With brief " han*a !** the tars replied, 

And settled ardonr, firm and steady, 
And hurry down the vessel's side, 

With boarding pike and hanger ready. 

Soon bursting from that glooniy shroud, 

Their eager blade ^: are seen advancing. 
Bright glittering from the murky cloud, 

Like lightning flash at midnight glancing. 
Huzza I behold that hardy band, 

Upon the Spanish deck engaging, 
With sword and pistol, hand to hand, 

The fight for death or conquest waging. 

Stru'ik lifeless, by a random shot, 

7 he first lieutenant died nnshrinking. 
When prompt, at need. Matt Hyland cau^^ • 

The ensign from his grasp in sinking. 
And up the shroud he hastens quick, 

With naked hanger nimbly hieing. 
Though fatal drove and gathering quick, 

The leaden shower around him flying. 

Thrust follows thrust, and blow on blow. 

And many a cheek in death is paler, 
Oh I nobly fought fhe gallant foe. 

But who can check &e British sailor? 
Bre long the npper dock they gain. 

And rushed liencath with ardonr glowhgi 
Where raged the thickening fight amain, 

Ajud many a hero's Llood was flowiqg. 
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Oh 1 vxbo that saw that piteous strife 

Bat innst have felt his bosom reuding. 
To see so many a gallant life 

In dsjnonr and in carnage ending ? 
'Sins *Jiiarraigned of fault or crime, 

To see so many a son of glory, 
Oat off in life's exnltmg prime, 

Oh ! young in years 1 in valour hoaiy 1 

Ha 1 while the strife prolonged in vain, 

Still raved amid the dead and dying. 
What daiing hand the flag of Spam, 

Sends o'er the wave, dissevered flying? 
See I flntteiing in the gale, instead, 

The banner of the western island, 
And high upon the top-mast head, 

The gallant form of young Matt Hylaod. 

KovT gradual o'er the distant wave, 

The smoky veil aside was flyingi 
Ajid to the pitying vision gave, 

The scene of strilc, all stilly l^g. • 
'IWe locked in death's unjridding g^^sp^ 

Full many a valiant hand was sleeping^ 
Th&t now no more returned the dasp. 

Of florrowing messmates o'er it weepings 



« 



Loud shouts of conquest rend the skies, 

^ She sti-ikes I Hurra ! the Queen for ever l 
ilnd yield I" the British Capidn cries, 

" Since vain is now each yn\d endeavour, 
lie fought like men, like men gi/e o'er I 

Your sword I — if life be precious, saive it !" 
El Horfc. bneno— si, Scnor," 

Tibd Spovhrd said, and smiling gave i^- 



?»» 
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^* Since I have lost the gallant ship 

King Philip to my care intrusted, 
SVhy should I vainly wish to keep 

This bauble in its scabbard rusted ? 
By cartel freed, some happier day, 

I yet may dare the wave and weather^ 
And it may be our lot to play 

That gallant game again together." 

" MofW, who was he ?" the Captam cries, 
Who first with fearless heart undannted, 



Oat spoke that tar, with forehead bare, 

Who erst on Hague's sweet winding border*! 
Received the youth in far Adare, 

A socman pressed by Desmond^s ordei, 
^ lis he I the simple rustic swain. 

Wo brought from Eiin's lovely island,** 
They turned and saw, amid the train, 

'Die modest form of young Matt Hyland* 

^ Receive,** the Captsdn said, " thy meed 

Of praise, smce thou hast won it nobly 
Full soon the Queen shall hear thy deed. 

Who seldom thanks a servant coldly. 
I^ght nobly hast thou played thy part. 

And loudly shall thy k.eai be spoken, 
Ebr sure thou barest as staunch a heani 

As over kept its &ith unbroken.** 
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Load murmurs rose from all the crowdi 

In kind accordance warmly glowing^ 
Wliile lowlj young Matt Hyland bow<^ 

His cheeJc with modest ferrour glowing. 
For England, ho 1 Thej mm the pnsQ 

With British hands, sdert and ready ; 
With swelling sails and fayouring e^ea^ 

Their homeward coors^^ directing steady. 

But while each tar with joyous heiurt 

Indulged at wUl the hurst of pleasure, 
Matt Hyland on the decJE apart, 

Out-poured Us soul's oyerflowing measure^ 
When o'er the deep adsxQg dm$ 

The eastern shades he Sfl^w i4vancmg, 
And westward far, the sinlqng sun. 

From ocean's bosom upwanj glandng. 

■^Thee I late, when woe was gathering 'nigh, 

I called with suppliant aspiration ! 
Thee ! now, m triumph warm and high, 

I haQ with gratefid jtavocntjon I 
Thou saVst me torn by lot seyere, 

Far from mine own faeloyed dwelUng, 
And kindly heard'st with fayoming ear, 

The grief within my bosom sireUlng. 

'' That hand in all his y^ried course. 
That Israel's banished diild defended, 
It hath not lost its saying force, 
Its task of mercy is not ended. 
That eye in many a trying hour. 

That watched for hun each coming danger, 
It hath not lost its guardian power, 
But still reg&rds the friendless etr&Dger. 

s 
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'*'Thy predoiis boon — this mortal life, 

Important term of man's probation, 
He mnst not risk in mortal strife, 

For sake of erring reputation. 
They tmlj hold the righteons moan, 

Who like a sacred tmst receive it. 
Not clinging to life's chan^g scene. 

Nor rashly prompt, uncalled to leave it^ 

" Our thanks we owe for life preserved, 

For victory gained and danger ended, 
For many a blessing undeserved. 

To struggling mortals oft extended. 
la triumph or defeat we own 

Thy power alike with meek devotion, 
For battle is the Lord's alone. 

On goiy field or foaming ocean I" 

For England ho ! the westward sun 

Is hid beneath his ocean pillow, 
ii.way, away, o'er waters dun. 

O'er roaring surge and swdling billow. 
Boon anchored in ^e moonlit Downs, 

They pause till mom's returning gloiy^ 
Shall spread throughout the island towii£i| 

The tidiugs of then: joyous stoiy. 

. The second mom returning bright, 

Had roused the crew to life and duty, 
And smilmg in the grateful iight, 

The world awoke to joy and beauty } 
When lo I what dazzling pomp is scen^ 

What pageant ^Ids the sunny water j 
lis England's mighty Island Queen, 

lis hapless Boleyn's royal daoghterv 
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Ljud Iknndcriug fi-om tlic battened Aos^ 

Where bright the smmj ware ma bea^lo^ 
llie sairas gQn*fi awakening roar, 

Oot-barsting gave its mighty greeting. 
\ride eckobg o'er the glafisy wave, 

That In the aerial tumult Ircmbleil, 
lliree cheers the gallant seamen gave 

On deck and jard in files assemblei. 

Loose o'er the .sea^ the standards dix)op, 

Aronnd the Qneen in regal splendour, 
Majestic on the loft}' poop, 

Where Engbad^s conilliest dames attend ha& 
And oft with Idndfing smile she spoke, 

And loflj brr.v and bearing rojal, 
Of Enid's gulaot ^ hearts of oak," 

And ^ iroodsa wbUs^* and '^ subjects lojaL** 

WeQ pleased the craftj monai'ch Icaiiis, 

That foremost in the fight engaging, 
Was one of Desmond^s hardy kernes, 

Less grateful war foil often waging. 
^The Defend is at last our fiicnd," 

She said, " and wdl the name he me^itSi 
Who to his Sovereign's aid can lend, 

Such frames robust and faithful spirits. 

But let not coming ages see, 

* In history's page &o tale recorded. 
That e'er such generous deed should be, 

For England wrought and unrewarded.* 
8]ae said, and from the scabbard drew, 

A blade in polished splendour shining. 
While low before the wondering crew, 

Young Hyland kneels with head dedialag 
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/ « Thus Still,*' resumed the rojal maiJ, 

*' Bj tSi who rule our prosperous oadon. 
Be merit with its meed repaid, 

Let worth have place of birth and stativXir 
XI servant staunch on sea or shore, 

As e'er drew blade for Albion's Island, 
A ship-boy and a hind no more, 

Arise, a knight, Sir Matthew Hjland !* 



With spuit calm and unelate. 

In meek sdf-knowledge still protected^ 
Young Hyland bore his altered statey 

In bearing mild and unaffected. 
Kor arrogance or vicious shame 

Revealed an inward pride unholj, 
But slall he was to all the same, 

At heart the lowliest of the lowly. 

Three years on stormy waters wide, 

Young Hyland roamed with zeal Mncft<MJIn> 
While each revolvmg season viewed, 

His merit and his praise increasing' 
And still the less his spirit prized 

The fame his futhful service won himi 
The more neglected and despised, 

Oid iionour shower her smiles upon hiai 
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lliongh oft he cheered the gallant crew, 

Against thdr conntiya fbes m dangeri 
For private wrong he nerer drew 

HiB sword on conntryman or stranger 
Nor, mlndfal of the earlj tmth 

That warned him 'gainst each rising passici^ 
Did vice allnre his constant yonth, 

Though glittering in the name of fashion. 

Bat, tossed upon the ocean foam, 

Or shinmg in the ranks of splendonr, 
His constant heart still tnmed to home, 

With fdthfnl glance reverting tender. 
When, calm at eve, the autnmn snn 

Beyond the crimson wave descended, 
And o'er the eastern waters dan, 

I1ie solemn moon was rising splendid. 

^ Thongh long a sorrowing exile grown, 

With homeward thoughts in vainretaraiug. 
And sad at hearty and inly lone, 

With wishes vain mj soul is burning 
Still round each cherished haunt of youth, 

My ardent mmd is fondly dinging, 
Still memory tarns with changeless truth, • 

To scenes of past emotion wiuging. 

' Oil, dear in every change to me, 

Sweet lady of the western ocean, 
Illy longing heart looks back to thee. 

With all an exile's deep devotion I 
Fresh bloom each smiling garden theie, 

Each fertile vale and sunny highland •' 
Heaven bless my ot\ti beloved Adare— 

IIosv^i guard my dear, my native ICsniV* 
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PART V. 



H'JMrLiTT ! oh, loved of heaven. 

Triumphant in thy holy terror, 
By self-confiding impulse driven, 

Thou dost not tempt the brink of cnor v 
B.Lt, homeward borne and shuddering sti!!,^ • 

Thou keep'st afar thy faithful station. 
Thou shunn*st tho coming shade of ill, 

And fli'st as guilt, remote occasion. 

Ilio wonrior trusts his mailed might. 

Ills practised skill and valour solely, 
But he who arms for virtue's fight, 

Most shield his soul in prudence lowly. 
Ill human wars he wins the plume, 

Wlio boldliest writes his name in story, 
Bi:t here, the souls who least presume 

Are highest in the ranks of glory. 

The wreath in mad ambition's race 

Is his, whose speed can first obtain it^ 
But in the quest of heavenly gi*ace, 

Who lowUost seeks will surest gam it 
Alone m this celestial fight, 

When countless foes unseen assemble^ 
lliere's valour high in timorous flight, 

lis heroic zeal to fear and tremble. 

Nor mid the strong and searching strife 

That ever haunts youth's opening seasoOi 
For lasting safety and for life 

'iVust thou thine own unaided reason. 
B:it upward bomo on fervent wiiuj^; . 

With filial hope divinely bunui;^* 
Go seek at mercy's fountain spinngs 

For strength renewed and Jav^ rotumb^ 
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Three years had slowly roUed away, 

(Long lapse of undetected treason), 
Yet never ^*om that fatal day 

Had Helen known a joyous season. 
With merry speech and radiant smile, 

No more she joined the banquet spieiidid| 
But, frequent, towards that solemn aisle 

With secret pace devoutly wended. 

Yet though each bud of young delight 

Within her gentle heart had perished, 
Though changed by sorrow's early blight 

Each wreath of bliss her youth had cherished^ 
Though fallen within her altered mind, 

Unpractised faacf^ air-built towei*s, 
Hope still around the ruin twined. 

And wove her undecaying flowers. 

Still in her gentle eye serene, 

Knd on her brow angelic, beaming, 
A clear seraphic light was seen, 

Like morning trnlight sweetly gleaming. 
Less oft, perchance, within her breast 

Wild joy arose, tumultuous swelling. 
But there, in calm unchanging rest 

Celestial Peace had made her dwelling 

• 
Oft when beside thdr evening fire, 

With cheerful faggot brightly shining, 
Bhe sat before her noble sire 

With paly cheek and brow declining. 
With secret pang his heart was rent, 

And oft upon his midnight pillow 
He grieved tiiat e'er in wrath he sent 

Matt HylaucI o'er the western bUkiT* 
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Bat most his pitjing thoaght it stirred, 

That while her heart was inly moordlngi 
Nor moistened eye, nor look, nor word, 

Recalled the woe within it burning; 
That stiU with fond confiding smile 

She met her fother's kind affection, 
And strove, with msny a gentle wile, 

To hide her spui^s deep d^ection. 

Oh, I wonld give the fairest hall 

That standi in Desmond^} wide dominioD, 
Could t that fatal doom recal, 

Or he his eiiieftidn*8 lost opidon I 
For what, alas, is lordly power 

If peace withhold her light endiandng? 
^ And what the gain of land or tower 

Where sweet domestic bHss is wan&igf 

fint let him roam In esdle lone. 
Forsworn in heaii and bate in. 8piiit| 

For favour to the trdtdr shown 
Is wrong to virtue and to merit 

For rank may cov«: low degree. 
And worth may nse as worth has riseni 

But, oh ! what grace of dignity 

Oan veil the Mdeous brow of treason ?^ 

• 

Jsot thus with her whose vengeful tongue 
) That dark calumnious tale had spoken, 
With fell remorse her soul was wrung, 

By fearful dreams her sleep was broki^ 
To her the toll of convent bell, 

Seemed like a fatal omen falling. 
And every stroke t gloomy knell, 

That warned her heart of woe appalUngt 
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Bhe started when the sudden wind 

Along the bonghs came swifllj lleetmg: 
She started when the village hind 

Her pathway crossed with lowlj greetmg 
The warder's blast — the funeral mil 

Of tidings new or nnexpcctcd— - 
To her sick spirit told a tale 

Of commg ill and guilt detected. 

VThen dark across the evening heath 

The shades of night were dowly creepisig, 
Disastrous thoughts of woe and death 

Came o*er her bosom wildly sweeping. 
Idfe*s vanished ease in viun she seeks, 

From scene to scene unquiet flying ; 
Iler haggard eyes and wasted checks 

Revesded the inward worm undying. 

Even scenes of old, in summer bloom, 

And summer fragrance sweetly springing, 
Seemed altered by the boding gloom 

Thni round her consdous heart was dmj^gi 
When turned her cowering glance on high. 

Her spuit shrunk, her bosom trembled, 
For every cloud that crossed the sky 

Fantastic forms of woe resembled. 

The morning mists in volumes rolled, 

The shades that wrapped the wooded vaUb^'t 
The secret haunt, beloved of old, 

In c^en apart or moonlight alley ; 
Tlie measureless abyss that gleamed, 

Reflected in the watery mirror, 
To her disordered fancy teemed 

With mystic shapes of gloom and terror. 
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For conscience, tliy unsparing asp 

Keen watch within her soul was keepings 
There firmly dung with fearful gi'asp, 

And venomed fang and eye unsleeping; 
Till in her spirit's altered mood 

Fan* Nature lost her wonted graces, 
And earth, and air, and fire, and flood, 

Seemed peopled with ayengmg faces. 

Kor rest she finds at midnight deep, 

Nor respite from her fears in slumber, 
Dark farjcies scare her broken sleep. 

And spectral dreams her soul encumber. 
Then buried friends uncalled arise 

In gloomy throngs, her fancy daunting^ 
With warning hands and dreamy eyes 

Around her silent chamber haunting. 

Then on her soul with vivid force, 

In hues distinct and deeply tinted, 
Fear's ghastly Umner, stem remorse, 

Full many a boding sight imprinted. 
Earth's motddering dust to Jife restored, 

Uprushing at the trumpet's clangooi*, 
And gleaming high the dreadful sword 

Of justice waking in her anger. 

But roost she feared the solemn gloom 

Around the church-yard gathermg lond/f 
While darkling lay each voiceless tomb 

By yew or cypress sheltered only. 
Then deep within her shuddering bi*cast 

The fears of childhood found admissio;^ 
For souls by s^ret guilt oppressed 

Are still the prey of superstition. 
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1?iii6 rosdess on fi-om day to day 

She dragged along & wretched being, 
To every random fear a prey, 

From her own thoughts affrighted fleeing. 
Tbongh Dcsmond^s gold her treacher)* paiclj 

Small joy receiyed the consdons miudes. 
For heavily her bosom weighed 

With nnatoned injustice laden. 

She knew not when v. ; Ji artful smile 

And h}'pocntic zeal affected, 
She strove to hide the secret guile 

lliat all her guilty course directed , 
How plainly through that shallow guiss r 

Her lady saw the lurking danger, 
But read in Helen's peaceful eyes 

A mind to all her guilt a stranger. 

Twas dawn — ^upon ths leafless vale 

The winter sky was darkly scowling. 
With fitful force the southern gale, 

Along the frozen sward was howling. 
Slow swung the lonely convent bell, 

Amid the stormy twilight breaking, 
Where, watchfol in each narrow cell, 

The penitential train were waking. 

Ha I see beneath the misty ray 

Through sleet and snow-drfil swiflly hieing^ 
What footstep marks the devious way 

Toward that high porch affrighted fl}ing ? 
With backward glance and .Coating' hair, 

Upon the driving gust di^aevelled, 
.\s in her bosom blank despair. 

Or haunted frenzy wildly revelled 
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" Quick— quick — ^receive the broken words 

Upon mj straggling breatli that gather^ 
A moment hold — ye rending chords ! 

A moment hear-— oh, holy father 1 
Oh, death reserve thme angry dart, 

Thns o'er my shaddering soul suspended, 
Nor pierce this sick and sinking heart, 

Till all my hideous tale is ended. 

'' Oh, once to me the morning light 

Arose in sweet and peaceful splendoui* ; 
Oh, once to me the fnlUng night 

Brought still repose and visions tender, 
For once within my youthful breast. 

Religious peace had made her dwelling. 
And lidled in bnght and holy rest 

Each pulse of passion wildly swelling 

^ Ah, happy da]?*, when eahn at tieart, 

In consdons innocence rq[yosing, 
Content, I filled luy kmly part, 

From breaMog d&tm M dayfigkt closhrg. 
When that pur^ light which shone within, 

Gave all willioirt its tranquil beauty. 
And lovely looked each rural scene, 

Lit by the heavenly light of duty. 

^* Ah, happy scenes for ever changed, 

Ah, !K>urs of sunny peace departed, 
When through each woodland haunt I ran^fd, 

An faifant free and careless hearted. 
When, hushed beside the whispering M&gu^ 

Twas ccstacy to sit and ponder, 
Or by its waters winding vague, 

At close of summer eve to wander. 
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^ Then sweet at dawn that convent iollt 

Slow mingling with the choral numbei^ 
Upon my tranquil spuit stole, 

And apftly broke my morning slumber 
But altei*ed now, that solemn choir 

Overwhehns mj soul with boding sadness 
And m my bosom wakes a fire 

lliat turns each rising thought to madness^ 

"^ Yet not by sodden, impnlae Qhanged 

In that pure course- my spirit faltepred, 
From fervent loY6 at onc& estranged, 

Like vales by roshing tempests altered. 
No, seldom thus Devotion's flame 

Hath in one gust of passion perishedi 
Nor bosoms stooped to guilt and tbaam 

Where piety aud peace were cherished. 

^ One night — my shuddering fancy still 

RecaUs that dread prophetic vision, 
When unoppressed by conscious ill. 

My heart was lulled in thoughts elysiaii-^ 
One night I had a feairful dreami 

While yet a child I lived sincerely, 
But vainly scanned its mysjlic theme, 

Tin time revealed the s^ise too clearly. 

^ Methought I roved cm shluing walks, 

'Mid odorous groves and wi-eathed boFeni^ 
Where, trembling on their slender stalkS} 

Fresh opening Idoomed the early flowers ; 
Thick hung the finit on every bough. 

In ripe profusion clustering meUow, 
While o*er the peaked horizon's bi'Ofw 

The evening ray fell slant and ycdlow. 
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^ Slow-pftclug through the fragrant shades 
With calm majestic mein advanciDg, 
Overawed I saw a queenly maid 

With piercing eyes divinely glanchig. 
Deep wonder chained my reverent tongue^ 
My fonn was bent with greeting lowly, 
\\niile silence o'er the garden hong, 
"^ As if the ground she trod was holy. 

** * And who art thou ?' with eager tone, 

I ci'ied aloud, ' whoso presence tbriiUiigy 
Though lately seen and yet unknown, 

Can reach the utmost spiings of feelmg. 
And oh I what sweet secluded scene 

Here shines in rural beauty splendid, 
Where summer bloom and vernal green, 

With ripe autumnal wealth are blended?* 

^ With smiles that broke as sunshine bright, 
Then* lustre to my soul impaiting, 
And tones that sent a pure delight 

Delicious through my bosom daiting. 
^ Devotion is my name,' she said, 

' And mine are these delicious bowerp, 
Fi'om purest fountains ever fed. 
And bright with undecaying flowera. 

^^ ' In this sweet haunt thy blissful life, 

Shall glide like meadow streamlets flowingi 
Unreached by sounds of demon strife. 

Unknown to passion and unknowing. 
For thee, these fragrant airs shall rise, 

For thee shall blow these opening ro6e% 
TQl far beyond yon twilight skies 

Thy heart in endless peace reposes. 
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'* * Yes, thino shall be this calm rctieat 

Of saimncr bloom and peaceful beautyi 
If thou obsen'c with prudence meet, 

And watchful care, one easy duty j 
Tis but to tend one golden lamp, 

AVith faithful hand and spirit heeding, 
From wasting surs and vapom*s damp, 

His pointed flame attentive feeding. 

" * While heavenward thus, ascending bright, 

In holy lustre still increasing, 
Thou keep'st thy pure unearthly light, 

With vestal heed ^nd care unceasing. 
Sweet peace of heart shall haunt thy bower, 

And safety watch unsleeping near thee, 
And happy in thy parting hour, 

Celestial hope shall stoop to cheer thee. 

' Bat if the faithless thirst of change. 

Or slow consummg sloth should move thee, 
Then dread those countless foes that range, 

Tenific in the air above thee. 
They cannot pierce thy radiant sphere 

While faithful hands that flame shall chcrbh, 
Bat woe to thee if slumbering neat^ 

Thou leav'st its savmg light to peiish 1' 

** Upwai'd I looked with shuddering awe. 

And in the growing gloom that bound us« 
Full many a dismal shape I saw, 

Slow winging in the air around us. 
Grim-visagcd death and fierce despau', 

And imbelief with aspect sneering. 
And ruin with affrighted stare, 

Disastrous through the mist appealing. 
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^ Heart-Btricken at the direful sight 
* Awhile I stood appalled in spirit, 
Bat cheered hj that celestial tight, 
I took my londj station near it. 
Dissolving on the fragrant air 

No more I savr that form before me, 
But bj the sweetness breathmg there 
I fdt her influence still was o'er me 

*^ Awhile I kept, with watchfhl heed, 

M7 task of duty and of pleasmxB, 
Exact at eve and mom to feed 

That holj flame with ample measure. 
Those smiling walks and various flowers 

Each daj L hailed with bosom tender, 
Nor e*er beyond those happj bowers 

Indulged the idle wish to wander. 

' But soon the scene femiliar gi*ew. 

Of peace unchanged mj heart was wearjr, 
mi in the tlurst of pleasures new, 

Even that sweet scene looked blank and dnMuy; 
Oppressive seemed that task unchanged. 

That light had lost its radiant beautj, 
For when the will is once estranged. 

Oh I heavy weighs the yoke of duty. 

«Why need the fearful end to tell? 

One eve beside the lamp reposing. 
Deep slumber on my spuit feU, 

My lids in gradual darkness closing. 
Terriflc sounds my slumber broke. 

That lamp had quenched in darkness loofl^ 
And shivering in the gloom I woke 

TV) see the oominir minonly. 
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^ So passed my dieam, and it hath provod 

The symbol of my waking story — 
ity youtlifhl houis dius swiftly moved 

In thoughts of peace and heavenly gloiy. 
So grsidual, while T\'lth lessening zeal 

Devotion's ardent flame I cherished^ 
Did sloth upon its fervour steal, 

T&I in my darkening soul it perished. 

^ Oh, if there be a healing force 

In saored rite or counsel holy. 
To quench the fire of dread remorse^ ^ 

Relieve its victun bending lowly ! 
Twas I who wrought, with lying tale^ 

Woe, undeserved, for young Matt Hyland^ 
Now wandering in ihe western gale^ 

An exile from his native islaiid I 

** The Desmond held my words for soolh, 

And paid them with his golden treasure^ 
But conscience, with avenging tooth. 

To angnish turned the short-lived pleasuiu 
My wakmg thoughts are filled with gloom, 

And when the veil of sleep is o'er me, 
Dark scenes of woe, beyond the tomb. 

In gloomy fbrce arise before me. 

^ Last night, when soared a struggling beam 

Of moonlight on the vale was shining, 
Oppressed by many a boding dream, 

I lay upon my couch reclhung. 
While in the midnight solitude 

Hoarse murmuring broke the wintij bllbw» 
Tlie sheeted ghost of Melcha stood 

Terrific by my lonely pillow I 

T 
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With voice whose piercing tones conveyed 

Through all mj sonl a speechless terror* 
" Where is my son ?" exdaimed (he shade, 

" My child unknown to blame or error ? 
Perhaps Vnid whitening breakers cast 

On some wild coast, relentless scowling : 
Even now for him that wintry blafit 

Bia stormy song of death is howling. 

^^ But happier in bis. ocean tomb, 

In blameless death, tie sleeps sccm-ely 
Than thou, to that appallmg doom 

The traitor reaps, devoted surely. 
Ah, tremble for that dreadfiil hour 

When man shall rise to judgment wakings > 
For pain shall be thy lasting dower 

When light and joy for him are breaking P 

Delirious with prophetic fear, 

At dawn I left the silent dwefllng, 
When distant on my watchful ear 

The matin hjrmn came faintly swelling. 
And now, even now, within mv heart 

Again I feel that boding saclness. 
Save ! save me fi*om that demon guest I 

Oh, save me from those thoughts of madii£BS i 

" Quick I quick I receive the broken words, 

Upon my struggling breath that gather ; 
A moment hold 1 ye rending chords 1 

A moment hear 1 holy father I 
Grim conscience free that iron clasp, 

Since now the dreadful tale is spokCn : 
Pale fear relax thy fi'ozen gi*asp, 

And leave my wretched neart unbrokcu I** 



f 
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" Vainly to me," ^vith diXK>ping head 

And pitying accents whispered slowly — 
** Vwnly to me," the fether said, 

'' Thou showost thy hidden deed unholy. 
Vainly to heaven for peace and rest, 

Thy prayer shall rise, rejected ever, 
While yet the wrong is miredressed, 
Even to the wronger^s last endeavoor. 

'' Qo seek the Desmond in his hall. 

Where lone he wastes each joyous seasoUf 
That fonndless tale of guilt recall 

Around that tangled skein of treason 1" 
Deep shuddering shrank the thnid maid, 

Her face within her hftnds concealing, 
And silent long and pondering staid 

With sudden fear and anguish thrilling. 

^^ Oh I how,** she said, " can mortal brook, 

In shameless confidence reposing, 
The pierdng light of Desmond^s look, 

Such tale of infamy disclosing? 
fkther, b die Desmond's ear. 

Breathe thou that fearftal revelation : 
For howsoever the tale he hear 

Alike shall be the reparation t" 

•' Alike for him, but not for thee,* 

The father answered, calmly speaking : _ 
^' More peaceful fkr thy heart shall be 
Thyself that guilty sflencc breaking, 
Tlie Desmond's glance thou could*st abide 

With tliat unholy falsehood swelling, 

ThotL well could'st bow thy bosom's pride 

tb do tha ill thou shunnast ta tolling. 
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^ Sach diflfereiice may'st thou ever heeb 

BetTf een remorse and tme repentanoe * 
One mourns at heart tho guilty deed, 

One fears alone the coming sentence* 
Cast thou thy happy part with those 

Who sharo, my child, the purer feeling 
And what thou did'st for Viitue's foes, 

Blush not for Virtue's self reveaUng. * 

*^Eow many doomed in cm^eless woe 

To feel the inwai'd worm for ever, . 
Could they that lingering pain forego, 

Would gladly use such light endeavour I 
Then still resist that evil shame 

That luned holds thy. strugglmg reason,. 
And meekly take that transient blame-^ 

Light penalty for heaviest treason." 

He sud and left the holy aisle. 

The arched ddster slowly seeking, 
For now, with cold and cheerless sidle, 

The winter day was broadly breaking; 
Thy strains, Sedulius, bursting free, 

Arose in solemn sweetness blending, 
A solis orius cardine^ 

Harmonious with the sun ascending. 

Before that londy altar now, 

Her fervent hands devouUy wreathing. 
The muden bows her reverent brow, 

A prayer for peace and mercy breathing. 
Like that fair light, out-bursting clear, 

On scenes in wintry gloom benighted, 
Hope stole upon her bosom's fear, 

And peace \ta morning star beam lig^itad. 
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-'^Yes — ^froMm the chieftain as he maj, 

lIowe*er oppressed bj shame and tenori 
I will retrace that tangled way. 

Unfolding all the maze of error, 
I vrill unsay that treacherous tale 

And dear the fame of young Matt HylaiUif 
And he shall see his native vde, 

And tread again Ins native island !" 



PART VI. 

IToT always in this i(ale of tears 

Hath fair desert his meed awarded^ 
Nor earthly good nor ill appears 

By measured rule of right accorded. 
For justice holds her final doom 

Still o'er the reckless world suspendedi 
Till that appointed hour of gloom 

When man's elective power is endeJ. 

Then if by gathering woes oppressed 

Thou se'est fair virtue here oncumberedf 
Or vice upborne with haughty crest 

Amid Uie sotis of glory numbered. 
Oh, never lend impatient lips 

To question or complaint unholy, 
But wait that great Apocalypse 

With humble hope and reference loQvly* 
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Dread day of vindication I Then 

Ye strong in self-sufficient reason, 
Who walk amid tbe sons of men, 

Triumphant in your ti'ansient season* 
Ye scoffers of the lowly few» 

Who tread the paths of meek devotios. 
How idle, in your altered view, 

Will then ajipear each stunted notion- 

Ye who have made your gods of gdd, 

Ye dabblers in the slime of pleasm-ei 
Wlio for a pottage-mess have sold 

Your birthright of celesdal ti-easurc, 
* Oh, dread that long abiding time, 

Wlicn, in the general wredc assembling, 
Kach son of unrepented crime 

Shall drink the menwsed cup of tremblings 

Yet sometimes heaveo in merey here 

Will lift the yoke from' struggling m^nt, 
Lest, bowed beneath the wdght sevei'o, 

Despab" should crush the feeble spirit, 
lliey best may hope such influence kind 

Oppressed by fortuno^s frown distressing. 
Like Hyland, with discerning mind, 

Wlio least regard the dangerous blessing. 

Slow padng in the day^beam cold, 

Along the woodland vale retmning, 
Youug Nora seeks tht I>e«&ond*s hold, . 

New hope within her bosoa burning 
Oh 1 sweet the earliest glimpse of light, 

To those who track a stormy ocea% 
But sweeter far the dawning bright 

Of peace on ten*or*8 wild emotioif 
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Iti&t baffled fiend, whose bootless golle 

To dark munlngled bate was cliangiDg, 
Beheld her leave Uiat holy aisle, 

Along the wintiy woodland rangmg: 
And strove to shake her purpose new 

With startling doubt and inward questioB| 
And *mid her altierlng counsels threw 

Full manj a deep and dread suggestion. 

»'*' Hath reason o'er thy wandering thought 

Her saving empire lost for ever, 
Hast thou the Desmond's mood forgot, < 

From justice stem departing never ? 
And wilt thou trust the influence mild 

Of mercy on the soul attending, 
Of him who from his only child 

Can turn with iron heai*t unbending? 

^ Hast thou so soon the hope resigned 

Of future gam from Desmond's favonry 
Hath fortune for thy palled mind 

So qiuckly lost its witching savour, 
That thus a few accustomed words, 

Habitual m thine ear repeated, ^ 

Have all untuned hope's ready chords, 

And an her brilliant aim defeated ? 

'^ Yet if, on bright ambition's path. 

No fi*agrant leaf hath power to charm 
Let thoughts of Desmond's coming wrath 

Resistless in its might alarm thee. 
Pei'chance ere bng thy lot may be 

To hang a corpse on yonder island, 
Triumphant sight for all to see 

Who mourn the dooa of vozing Matt 13^iaci« 
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Again, again, in Nora's brain, 

Confosed, her slnmbering fears awaken ; 
Again bj thon^ts of coming pain 

And earthlj shame her soul is shaken. 
All ti'cmbling throngh the postern waj 

She passed into that lordlj tower, 
And long in musing anguish lay 

Concealed within her secret bowor. 

Hark I at the door, with whispering call. 

Who breaks her mood of anxious feeling 
*Tis ho who, in the banquet hall. 

To Desmond holds the wine cup kneeling. 
^ Haste, Nora, haste I since break of dawn, 

Fve sought thee at the chieftain's order, 
Nor found thee on the misty lawn. 

Nor on the river's darkening boi^der. 

^* Some matter, sure, of import high, 

The chieftain's noble mind encumbers, 
That, ere the mom-beam crossed the sky. 

So early broke his wonted slumbers. 
Since midnight, in the eastern hall, 

He wakes by one cold rushlight only ; 
There slow his thoughtftd footsteps fall, 

Like one who keeps some yi^ lonely " 

With sinking heait and trembling fi*ame 

Young Nora leaves her secret bower. 
Oppressed by feai* of instant shame, 

And Desmond's swift avenging power 
Within his chamber pacing lone 

With paly brow serene she found him, 
While, from the deep embi'asm'e thrown, 

The moinhig light fell cold around hta^ 



MATT HTLAKXA. 381 

Losig time, with brow inclined, be stood^ 

And arms athwart bis bosom folded, 
In deep dcliberaliye mood, 

Like form by artful sculptor moulded. 
, Then, glandng towards the panelled oak, 

Lest listening ears bis speech should gather 
llius joy-bereaved and sorrowing spoke, 

In mournful tones, the anidous father. 

^ When first this wretched tale," he said, 

'< Thou breathed'st witii faithful tongue revealkif 
I know thy honest heart was led 

By duteous care and byal feeling. 
Yet not the less its import wild 

For me has wrought unmeasured sorrow. 
While thus I see iny only child, 
6iow sinking, droop from day to morrow* 

^ I thought the still-effadng power 

Of time might cure her spirit's sadness. 
And gradual, like a bruised flower, 

Her heart might ope to light and gladness ; 
But vain my hope, f^m day to day 

She sinks in sllont angubh pining, 
In health-consuming slow decay, 

With sweet submissive heart declining. 

^If right I read my daughter's thought. 

Not inward disappointment only, 
Nor ptssion in her breast has wrought 

lliis secret gincf abiding lonely ; 
For cheerful seems her voice and eye. 

With watchful heed unmurmuring ever, 
And oft she checks the risjng sigh 

With spirit-touching sweet endeavour. 



> 
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^*' But solf-accusing, fltcm remorse 

For Hyland, still in exile, mooming, 
Hath set, with deep and branding force, 

Its stamp within her spirit burning. 
That traitoix)us jouth, too latelj known, 

In all his dai*k deception shameless. 
Ills blackcnuig gnilt she makes her own, 

And holds the wily ingi'ato blameless. 

'' Soon childless in my natal haQ, 

By fiveiy earthly hop^ forsaken, 
In woe for me cadi night shall fall, 

In woe each weary mom awaken. 
Strange feet, when Desmond sleeps in eartti 

Shall jread his old familiar bowers. 
And aliens to his blood and birth 

Shall mle the Desmond's lordly towera. 

^But, still) let truth and right preyailj 

Let justice hold her place nnmoying, 
Nor yield ^nth wavering impulse frail. 

Such base, presumptuous guilt approvh^ 
For better live, and die bereaved 

Of every ardent aspiration, 
My bosom once \nth joy received, 

Than gild decdt with rank and station I 

^' Meanwhile, in penitential deeds, 

m seek some potent influence hoalipgy 
Vo staunch the festering wound that bleeds 

Within piy bosom keenly thrilling, 
ni seek beyond the eastern sea 

Some saintly shrine, a pilgrim lowlyi 
Nor vainly Unger here to see 

^1/ daughter's Iffe-beara fading slowly . 
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(( Porchenco some tamt of secret pride, 

Or early nnatoned enx)r, 
Or passion, still uumortified, 

Hatb wrought for me this ckxmi of terroi*. 
In meditation's pm*ged sight 

Has heaven the searching power accorded| 
To bring such hidden stiun to light 

Within the bosom larkin|^ aoEsdid. 

" prcn DOW I hear, m Shannon's month, 

^iatt lljland's ship again is bieaying, 
Victorioos from the hostile south, 

With conquering prow thQ waters de&ving. 
Perhaps, in this awakening light, 

lie views each creek and well-known iBland^ 
And soon, in Desmond's high dei^itc, 

May tread agam his native island. 

^ But let him share tbiii triumph brief, 

By sure, though late, remprse attended, 
For me, engulpbed in whelming £^ef. 

Resentment in my breast is ended. 
Saough that he shall see no more. 

While lasts for me life's momnful season^ 
'ITLese smiling lawns and winding shore, 

Made lonely by his thankless treason. 

^ For, oh I througihout this loved vale, 

Each scene the breaking mom discloses, 
When sweetest breathes the vernal gale, 

AMien liveliest spring the summer roses ; 
The tender bower, the woodland wild, 

Yon stream that flows in murmuring sadofitSSy 
But mind me of my pining child, 

And all her vanished hours of gladness. 
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'' Helen, Helen! tbns forlorn, 

While jet thj lamp of life is shining, 
It^ sick at heart, I sigh and mourn 

To see th^ gentle frame declining. 
How lone will seem this echoing hall, 

How deep shall be my daily sighing, 
When, dark beneath her funeral pall. 

My child in Death*s cold arms is lying. 

' ^ Ah me, ah me ! I dread the day — 

Ah me, I dread that hour of moummg, 
When, barefoot through yon arched way, 

From distant pilgrimage returning, 
The warder at my voic4* shall bend, 

And hail his lord "with mournful gi'ccting, 
And tell of Helen's saintly end, 

Sweet Helen's dying words repeating. 

^ For, oh I to me the merriest song 

By Zeph3rr sung at hush of even, 
On odorous pinions borne along, 

Melodious in the vaulted Heaven, 
Could never fill my charmed car 

With such delicious joy abounding. 
As Helen's well-known accents dear, 

Like falling silver sweetly sounding 

^> But blessed bo the counsels high 

Of him who rules this wide creation : 
For how can man's presumptuous eye 

Fore-know the eternal dispensation ? 
Perhaps e'en while with hope gi*own coli 

And hearts in careless anguish bending. 
Wc moiun throughout the idtered hold, 

Bright joy is at the gate attending. 
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«• For thee, to whom our thanks wo owe 

For Desmoud's ancient fame defendedi 
What can thj grateful Lord bestow 

Co-equal wiUi thj service splendid ? 
Li distant regions wandering far, 

"Mid barren wilds or breakers hoar}', 
Be still a bright propitious star. 

To old Fitz-Gerald*s name and stoiy.** 

While thus the sorrowing chieftdn spoke^ 

Around her fi.'ame convulsiye bending, 
Young Nora drew her hooded doak, 

With stifled sobs her bosom rending. 
But when she heard his kind " farewell!" 

Resistless grew the struggling feeling, 
And shrieking at his feet i^e fell, 

For mercj to the Earl appealing. 

^ Oh, best of masters and of friends, 

Forgiye-^for^ye, a wretch unholy, 
Who enyious woye for basest ends 

This web of crime and melancholj. 
Not Hyland's are the guilt and blame, 

Not Hyl&nd's is that blackening treasoOi 
On me should fall the weight of shame 

With juster cause and fidrer reason. 

** Oh, hide awhile that glance severe, 

1111 all my hideous tale is ended, 
Lest lost I sink with conscious fear, 

Ere yet the wrong be half amended* 
Like him who man's Redeemer sold. 

By horrors of the night afrighted, 
I brmg agun that guilty gold 

For which my bosom's peace was bUgbtai 
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**T\Yas 1 "9^10 framed that fountlless tala^ 

Whoso inflaeneo iinrought for young Ktdt Hyfail& 
Long exile fi*om his native vale, 

His natal cot and lonely island." 
She stud, and all her gnilt confessed ; 

She told him how he wronged his daughter ; 
And blameless poor Matt Hyland pressed. 

And sent him o*er the western water. 

Long time the Eari, with look amaased. 

Uka one from mid-day sleep awaking, 
Upon the prostrate maiden gazed 

With troubled bosom hily aching. 
T!I1 all the dark conviction broke 

Resistless on his breast descending, 
And, trembling through his frame, he spoke ^ 

With grief and wonder mildly bleadbg. 

** A iklsehood I — ^ha I — and thine the word I 

WtLtit murderess I — thine the guilty storj', 
Whose unport keen as traitor's sword 

Lies rangling in my breast and gory. 
And thou for Desmond's hand hast iiUed 

That cbalice of exceeding anguish, 
Beneath whose withering influence chilled 

IVe given my daughter*s life to langnisii t 

*^ And bhimeless was my saintly child I 

And guiltless, too, my faithful Hyland I 
By Desmond's causeless rage exiled, 

An outcast from his native island I 
Oh, web of mischief darkly wrought t 

Oh, rashness, rashness, past the teOSngi 
What doud obscured my darkling thov^iCi 

Wlkit ftoojgr in my heart was sweDingt 
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** Not thlub, not thine this hideous blame, 

With me should rest the guHt, the terror, 
WTio, jealous of om* ancient name, 

Too soon received that slanderous eiTor. 
For Hyland's wrong, for Helen's peace, 

Too late, alas, too late discovered, 
And many a vanished hope of bliss. 

That round mj doting fancj hovered ! 

^ But go I the task were idle now 

Thy motive or design to question,. 
Had any told this tale but thou 

My mind had scorned the wild suggesttxu 
The mom that now m tumult breaks 

Should end for thee life's guilty season, 
But that thy free confession takes 

Some shadow from the hue of treason.** 

He said, and from the hall withdrew. 

While tremMing rose the wretched mcudec* 
And shuns each menial's envious view 

With heart confused and sorrow laden. 
AlonOi in speechless shame, she lay 

Concealed within her secret bower, 
'LUl cheerless closed the wintry day 

And darkness sank on vale and tower. 

Kot sudden in his daughter!s ear 

The Earl revealed these words of ^adiL9S9> 
Lest, bowed beneath the shock severe, 

Even joy might aid the work of saiiotS.. 
But gradual, as with altered mind, 

He mildly spoke of young Matt Ky\asA^ 
Aud owned the hasty doom unkind 

That sent him from his native island* 
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TLvjA sIottIj as the summer dawn 

With raj on raj successive breaking, 
Each shade of lingering gloom withdrawOi 

Delight in Helen's heart was waking— 
Peiight, at Hjland's fame, redeemed. 

At Desmond's old regard returning, 
Once more in Helen's glances beamed, 

Withm her ardent spirit burning. 

Again the ruddj freshening blood 

In Helen's jojous yeins was rushing. 
Again \vith earlj health renewed 

Young Helen's brightening cheek was blnsldngr 
For now the onl j earthlj care, 

Despite her bosom's pure endeayour. 
That held its rankling influence there 

Was banished from her heart for ever. 



In sweet Ao!are, the jocund spring 

His notes of odorous joj is breathing, 
Fhe wild burds in the woodland sing. 

The wild flowers in the yale are breathii^ 
lliere winds the Hague, as sHver dear. 

Among the ehns so sweetl j flowing- 
There fragrant in the earlj jear, 

While rases on the bai^ are blowing. 



u» 
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The wild dock seeks the sedgj bank, 

Or dives beaeath the g^isteniiig ISQoWf 
Where gracefql^drcxyp and dusting daidE 

The omer br^ht and rnstUng willow ; 
The hawthorn scents the leafy dale. 

In thicket lone the stag is belling^ 
4nd sweet along the echoing vale 

The sound of yemaljoy is swelling. 

All hnsh and still tiie breeaes slept 

On floweij lawn and mnrnuuing wateTf 
When Desmond to tiie chamber crept 

Where dnmbermg lay his beaateons ^^(^flm% 
He softly Idssed her brow of peari. 

And gently pressed her golden 
And said, ^ Arise, my darihig giri V 

And woke her with his fond 



^ Arise," he said, ''my dan^ter dear, 

I did not know yon loved so tenly. 
There's lasting bliss for dnteons fear, 

And thanks for service rendered duly. 
IVe sent my kni^^ to Shannon's side 

To bring tiiy eadle to our bowen; 
And thon shalt be Matt Hyland^ii bride, 

And he shall nde thy other's towerSi 

Arise! arisel in sweet Adaie 

The village maids and youths assemMe; 
Alrea^ b the sanay air 

The sounds of sylvan music trembfei 
Throu|^ont the town the tale is told 

lliat Desmond longs again to greet Uffli 
Inectant in the festal hold, 

vnth open arms and heart, to meet him. 
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'^Nor ftar I Ibr our a&aaat Bni6^ 

la- sMk iaisi«iili& vi(» IrtMiag^ 
LesiBtosBnnidfwpliis CMiitiyk fetai«^ 

Froai d%nit^ of plao» clawwdiiig, 
For he haHi c»iii» ef Ugh' d^gree^ 

Fixmi legid' blood of oli CKCbnMr; 
And won npai'Dio fldni^M* 

His giUimt^wwf tonrii aosd IIot c u r 

^Ohy once tLsA^hmtWeSM^wmSk^ 

&nSk DwotnUW Iwsi^ cenfentoaenl' gawsci 
Once mom ahatt BalnV ibM» begdito 

ISn Mdaast of her^^ed^fMwK 
When Dj oar health' at' evening' dRwev 

ThoaheanPat a sweety ckmnulb liiav^ 
Row first thia wondnnur ^ange arose 

Tliat tnniad oxbp honaoioid gtoom to pieasurer 

Elrst lovr to HeKven^ mA grateM he&rti 

The maiden bfflit m q[»edde8»fe8Hng^ 
That Heaven had ta^Uhe kgiinBd'pBrt^ 

Yom^ RjiiaaauaMaAm tmtii ivredfiig 
Nor ceased her iiMM^btBlkm^faj' 

For joj mtaed. and' vwntaheil mowiiiii^ 
Tnn boisterois menaUi^mi to tm^ 

That Hyland mwiii sig^reiiinillig. 

Ah, sweet Adaref? ai^ krfity vvilei 
Ah^ plMHDtF kMBt( i# syl Wu splsnibw y 

Nor summer snn, nor«K)«iri^i pale^ 
£'er sMvrarsceiiV'inoK'seiftty teodinp* 

Tliere thnmi^ltowildl weodi edloisg anas- 

Trimnphant notes of joy wero'9w^ngV 
When^ safe retnmedfihm wai^atarrasy 
Toang Hrland reaehed his natire dwrilfe^ 
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With joy she wept to hear the tale. 

Around her father's bosom clinging, 
While shoirts arose in all the valdr 

And bells in gay Adare were ringinf^ 
With kerchiefs gay and wreathed flowers, 

Bright shone the festal scene sufrouadttng, 
And blithe from all the woodland bowers 

The harp and rustic pipe were sounding. 

Prepare, prepare the festal board 

With rushen torches brightly burning, 
Make welcome meet for joy reslore^d, 

And peace renewed and Hope returning. 
For now along the crowded way 

They hail him to his native island, 
And there they held a wedding day, 

And made a Lord of poor Matt Hylandl 

Oh, ever thus, let worth be found| 

Triumphant in each varying danger 
Be merit still with conquest crowned 

To su£fering as to guilt a stranger; 
Here oft, as in the promised land, 

Where joy shall reign unchanged for ever, 
May mercy aid with succouring band 

Unfriended Virtue's high endeavour ! 

Te wanderers in the narrow path 

To bright perfection's portal leading, 
Though chilled by storms of worldly wrath, 

Forlorn ye toil and inly bleeding. 
Still firmly hold with faithful zeal- 
Far, far beyond all earthly pleasure- 
Integrity through woe or weal, 
And Hope, who builds in Heaven ner treasure. 
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Sq may your well-tried patience find 

The cup of anguish meekly tasting, 
In this bleak world a peaceful mind, 

And therej a welcome bright and lasting 
Bo may, even here, your bosoms share 

The transient good that life can render. 
And in afBiction learn to bear 

The sharper test of worldly splendour. 



TBS KMO. 



L 



GISIPPUS: 

OR 

THE FORGOTTEN FRIEND. 



''Freeze, freeze, thou bitter aky, 
Thou dost not bite so nigh 

As benefits forgot ! 
Though then the waters warp, 
Thy sting is not so sharp 

As friend remembered not." 

** Ad you like UJ* 



aiSIPPUS: 



A PLAT IN FIVE ACTS; 



AS FmiOBiraD AT OSUBT LANK. 



BT 

GEEALD GRIFFIN. 



JAMES DUFFY & 00., Lti>» 
15 Wbllinqton Quay. 



PREFACE. 



Ths following play has been brought befbre the publio under 
rather peculiar drcumstances. The author of ^ The Colle- 
^[ians,** to whom it owed its origin^ had, in the early part of 
his literary career, a strong turn for dramatic writing, an(( 
so long ago as the year 1823, had produced no less than four 
iragecues. The flnt of these was begun while he was yet in 
his eighteenth year, and Gidppus, the last of them, before ha 
had completed his twentieth. He went to London in the^ 
summer of that year, filled with the high aspiring after liter* 
ary fame which are characteristic of that passion in ear]]^ 
youth, and which were strengthened, inhis case, by a temper- 
ament peculiarly ardent and sanguine, and by his want of 
experience of tne difficulties wiui which its attainment is 
usually beset His intention was to ^t one of them peiv 
formed at one of the great theatres, if possible ; but at that 
time the public taste was yitiated by managers who yielded 
to the depraved appetites of the multitude, instead of endea* 
Touring to correct them. Mechanical wonders, cataracts of 
real water, brilliant scenic representations, and sights of aa 
amphitheatricaland popular cnaractertusurped the place of the 
legitimate drama, and after many distressing difficulties^ and 
much valuable time sacrificed in the attempt, he gave it up 
M hopeless. Gisippus b the only one of those plays that has 
been presenred amon^ his papers ; the rest there is no trace 
of^ and it is presumed they have been destroyed. It may 
perhaps be interesting to notice what the author himself says 
«f it in a letter to his friends in Ireland, a short time before 
this determination was come to. <* But what gives me tUa 

Eeatest satisfaction respecting it is, the consciousness that I 
ve written an original play. That passion of revenge, yoa 
ioaow, was threadbare** fte aJludes to the subject of one of 
h^ former pieces).* ** Baxkim has made sonin su^gestionSi 
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Vbich I hftfe adopted ; I will finish it immediately, place it hi 
lib hands, and abide the result in following other parsoits.*' 
^me time after the aathor*a aeath, his mends haying bi» 
oome acmiainted with Mr. Charles Kean when he was in the 
•oath of Irekndy were induced to submit it to his judgment. 
Id a letter received firoui him soon after, he says : *^ I have 
read Gisippos with the greatest attention, and though fullj 
impressed with the beauty of the langoa^ and (lie high talent 
dl4>l^ed throughout, yet I should fear its success as an act* 
(ng piay, and, indeed, should be sorxy to produce it on the 
gt^g^e.** They have been given to undentand that sidtoe. 
fuently it was submitted to the manager of one of the meit 
cespeotaliLe of the lesser theairesy who seems to have besA 
much loM touehed by the beauties (£ the piece tliaa Mr. 
Kfsan, finr when taxed aubseauently by oue who more ful^ 
apppeolated its merits, with Uie want of jodgment shown in 
leltiiy such a play ^^'slip through his fingers,** he etated thati 
**he Cad only read H «i the outude of an omnibus." Then 
cireamstanees, however, are only mentioned for the tmrpose 
e# akowin^ ^t the legitimate drama has had diificuitiei to 
oentfliid with that eonld not readily be anticipated, and tliat 
the merits of a piece have uot hitherto been sufficient to pra- 
venl its r^ectioas. As the author's friends, notwithstanoing 
these repeated discouragements, felt very confident of thi 
ageellenee of the plaj, imd at the latter part of Mr. Kean*a 
eipressed q;)inioB seemed bo decided and strong, they oould 
baraly bring themselvea to believe he had given the sub{eo6 
all the eonsideratioB it deserved. They th^^ore determmed 
to make one attempt more, and pkced it in the hands of Mr. 
Maeread^, who, alitor havhig perused it, pnmeunced a deddei 
opinion m its favour. They cannot he^^ expressing a hi^ 
degree of aatisfiietion, at having their previous feeiinga os 
the sal»ect thus strengthened by the aeclsion of a perso* 
of Mr. Macready*s good taste and judgment, and they look 
forward with eonfidenoe to the pubue wt a eonfirmatum of 
his opfaiion, and for the encouragement of that desire whkk 
be has manifested to give the English drama the poiitta iH 
merits entitle it to. 



Tarn Mamaobbs of CJoumtbt Tbbjltbbs an reqnssttd to ctaSVi^ 
(Ss&t the play of ** GISIFPUS*' mnit not be veprtseatBl 



0ISIPPUS. 



ACT I. 
SCEHE L— A STREET IN ATHENS. 



Enier Ohbembs, Phbax, and Medon. 

The sweetest^ fairest, loveliest vwi in Afch4HMiy 

Although I be her brother that do say it. 

« 

0HREMB9* 

Sum all perfection in. one little word. 
And say — the wealthiest maid in Athens. 

ICEDON. 

Nay, 

Gisippus does not oare for that I He loves 

Too deeply, — and too fervently for that. 

And yet, I think, not the less truly for it 1 

The shafts of the boy God ne'er wound less surely^ 

For being tipt with gold I 

PHBAX. 

B^lli piithse, Medon, 

When goes the wedding forward t 

MBDON. 

Why, be hath waited 

The changing of her humour these three years, 
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In patient fondness ; and it seems not like. 

Now he hath bent at last her stubborn will. 

Unto the fashion of his own — and weaned 

Her memory from that phantom-love that haunted it. 

He'll stay the consummation of his joy 

O'erlong. But look you yonder 1 

PflEAX. 

Ha 1 'lis Fulyius 1 

GHREMSS. 

Returned so soon from Corinth 1 

MEDON. 

How 1 — what Fulviusf 

GHRBMBS. 

You should have heard Gisippus speak of him. 
He is his other self ; his Pylades — 
The young Boman Student 1 

MEDON. 

As I know him not, 

Aud have some matters that command me hence, 

1*11 leave you to accost him ! — Fare you well. 

{ExU Medon and Pheax.) 

Enier Fulvius. 

CHREMES. 

So early from your studies, Fulvius 1 

FULVIUS. 

A smile I I've searched half Athens for a smilci 
And never found it. What a heavy time • 
I spend here with you Greeks ! I soon shall quit 
Your Academic groves, and I am glad on't. 

CHREMES. 

Of all men you should not complain of dulnessi 
Yourself a very Cynic. You have not 
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The capability of pleasantry ; 

Our maids of Athens find you cold and harsh. 

And given to thinking. 

FULVIUS. 
ni be so no longer 1 
'Tis true I had a cause 1 (Miises.) 

OHBBMEa 
And do ye still 

Dream of this fair Corinthian vision 1 Oh 1 
How passionate a sigh was there ! 

FULVIUS. 

Peace I Peace 1 

OHREMES. 

To pine for years upon a boyish fancy, 
And let the thousand bright and real beauties, 
That court your praise, flit by you all unheeded ? 
Shame I Shame 1 You ne'er again will meet your old love, 
(And though you should, you've found her most un« 

worthy,) 
Then cast that memory to the winds. Look round ye I 
There are bright eyes and fairer forms in Greece, 
And hearts less false, believe me. I have seen yo 
Before this fair Corinthian fancy seized you 
Flatter a graceful robe, with such a spirit ; 
And make such furious protestations I Oh 1 
But now your manhood is forgotten. 

FULVIUS. 

No! 

Give me your hand — ^You have well counselled me, 

And thou shalt see me changed to what I was, 

From this time forth — No 1 My lost love shall find 

I can be free and generous as she was. — 

The first fair form I meet, I bend the knee to ; 

1*11 be no pining fool to die forsaken, 

And have my name and fortune chronicled 
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Among the tales of true-love vicUma^— 'Hatk tkeey 
I'll think of her no more^ 

CHBEM£S. 

Bravely resolved ! 

FULVIUS. 

I say, ni think of her no more ! 

GHRBDtiti^. 
And wisely 1 
And gallantly 'tier iGttiid. 

FULVrtTS. 

No, by the Gods 
I never will I 

CHRBMBS. 

Well, you have said enough on't— 

Here comes Gisippus with his wedding face on 1 

FULVIUS. 

Gifiippus f 

CHRElKtBSi 

There's a smile 1 — you longed to see one ; 
The smile successful love wears— ^ Are ye bid 
Unto the bridal 1 

FULVIUS. 

Ay — but know not yet 

The lady of the feast — nor sought to lelartl 

Ere this. What I Gisippus ) 

Enter Gisippus, arid a Slave. 

GISIPPUS. 

You are well met—- 

I'm glad to see you wear so gfty a- brow 

To honour our espousal— (7oi9/avd) To yourmigt r e oa ■ 

Bid her expect me earlier than she looked fori 

I've sought you, Fulvius. (Eaai StAVJS.) 

FULVtOEL 

I dmil now, at kas^^. 
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Behold this paragon, your bride, and know her. 
Do you find her still; a paragon f 

A J AU- T, GISIPPUS. 

And thmk you 

Love can be led by circumstance so easily f 

CHREMBS. 

Ay — passion hath its change of seasons, sir; 

And 'twere as vain to hope eternal summer 

As an eternal faith. This is with you 

The spring of courtship — which calls up the flowers, 

The fairest flowers of Love — your blooming fancies — 

Your fragrant love thoughts, murmuring vows and 

prayers, ^ 

But even as nature's spring — love's too must roll 
Away — and then comes your adored honeymoon, 
Love's summer of enjoyment — next, his autumn 
Of lukewarm liking, verging to indifference, 
The time of shrugs and yawns and absent thoughts ; 
And then his winter comes — frosty and dry, 
Sharp, biting, bitter — cunning in cold taunts- 
Making the evening hearth, so late a paradise, 
A place of harsh uncomfort. Then, Love 1 
How suddenly thy changeful votaries 
Find thy Elysium void I — from the pale poet, 
Who wooed the groves in song-lorn melancholy, 
To him, the blustering terror of the field, 
Who sighed like Boreas, and made love like war^ — > 
All, weary grown of the ignoble bondage. 
Look back with scorn upon the yoke they've spurned, 
And wonder how the silly toy had power 
To make them sin so palpably 'gainst wisdom.'— 

GIBIPPUS^ 

Peace, scoffer I— 

True — that, spvwk wa» for a married man, 
Not for ft. matelesp tur^l^ likd myself — 
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m leave you with a proselyte I've made 
Within this hour ; — (no very worthless votary ;) 
Tou will confirm the change I have begun. 

(Exii Chrems9.> 

GISIPPUS. ' 

Come to my bridal, Fulvius. You shall see 
Some beauties worth the wooing, though they lack 
The eagle spirit of your Boman maids. 

FULVIUS. 

And I shall deem them lovely in that want— 
Those eagle spirits are too grand for me. 
Such forms may grace a painter's canvass well, 
Grouped in a legend of the Commonwealth, 
But by an evening fire are cold companions. 
Woman was made for love, and not for wonder. 
Give me the pliant — soft— -and human fair — 
But heaven defend me from your soaring beauties t 
Tour love is none of these % 

GISIPPUS. 
Come with me, sir*— 
Let your own judgment answer you* 

FULVIUS. 

And tell me, 

Tou are indeed the happy one you seem! 

GISIPPU& 

Happy i — ^Ah, thou cold Western — ^thou dull scholar,. 
Made up of crabbed systems, FU not talk 
With thee of that thou canst not comprehend. 
And yet if thou hadst seen her, Fulvius — 
Although thy breast were frigid as the stream 
That curdles, through the usurer's withered veins, 
Thou still wouldsjb own my happineas. But yet--* 
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irULVITTS. 

Nay, if yeuT fortune may admit that clause^ 
I shall not envy you. 

Gisnrus. 

One thing troubles me-j^ r ' 

ruLvius. 

Ay — I should wonder else* Did you then look 
To rest your happiness on a woman's will 
And find it imalloyed % Whiit is tlus seaspner 
Of yours? ; _ 

GISIPPUS. 

Why, nothing. It hath taken birth 

In thought alone: — a doubt of love too sensitive ' , 

To give even rapture's self free entertainment* 

Some old affection qombated iny love— ^ 

That still is made a mystery* Faith stands 

On unsure grounds where confidence is wanting — 

And hers I lack— But let doubt find out me| 

m not seek it, nor do — She's mine — and I 

Could trace ho lingering of the hesitation, 

That chilled my earlier wooing, in the deed 

That made her mine at length. But fare ye well, 

ril meet you straight and bring yoU to her house ; 

My joy must not be lonely as my grief was. 

; . ' i'uiiVius. 
There's something more than beauty to Content ^e T 

GISIPPUS.' 

There are, aa you will see^some fair possessions; 
Yet, Fulvius, by the honour .of my love 

I had no thought , of thesQ when.! becai^a.- 

Her suitor. . ' / :' . . V'.,' *. 

■■•; "^t^LViTJs.-/ ■'[';■',: ■ ;■. ■•■ \- < .. 
I believe you; '-• ■ '^ : /\ .' : 

'^ GISIPPUS.: • . 

And it was not - 

X 
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My fortunes placed my n.f^d ]b|^<^nd them neither ; 

Had this not chggfjofl; \ were a twi i^^^vg ?Ka^. 

Two thousanosesterces were all 1 o^2^(^ 

And those I was a debtoc fp^ 1 1^^^^^ 

My villa to command them. 1)6 vqu w<^ndj9r 

That I should thus send my last venture ioitix 

On the frail prospect of a ^onuhote kindness f 



I rather wond^i: ttuMr Mh uo^ deoim^^ jml 
But frankly, I am glad to see you happy. 
And like yourself again. 

Oh, I have but noyf 

Begun to live^'dntil t|ii8 mprn mv spi^^ 
Ban its career in darknofi^s— -and tpie.^o|)(L 
Fair unto those wHp live in fojtun|^\sjg)|^ 
Was unto ine a wearinesa-r-t>u^ ti^^ 
Hath poured a flobcl of light intp n^y so\d 
That no succeedmg i^gh( baji c^ill or daif ei). 



SCENE n.— THE GARDENS OP SOPHRONIA, 
WITH GBOTTpES; ^^M§lfi. 

MERO. 

SOPHRONiAl Not a word 1 Is it to hide 
A blush or tear, that veil 's so closely drawn t 
Dear friend, speak to me ; on my heart youi aU^99 
Falls like an augury of ill, least fitting 
Of any to a day like this. 
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SOPHRONIA, 

Oh, Hero I 

Do nofc question me. I have not known (too late 

I find it) all my spirit's weakness. — ^Oh \ 

What an ineonstant thing is woma&'s will*- 

On what a trifle may the happiness 

Of a whole existence hang f A fiiiimmer wind 

That is but air — ^nothing — ^may turn an ar0O8y; 

A9it thr poor word hi weary Wisakiie^i uttettedi 

Hath power to bind beyond x^kase or hope 

A life's whole destiny. 

HIOIO. 
The Gods have made 
Thee their especial care. 

SOPHRONIA. 

Ay — yes. 

HERO. 

fiophronia, some grief is at your heart ; may I not share 
iti 

(SoPHRONiA amds her.) 
This k^not like yourself, So^ioHia— friend — 

Enter FuLVius and GhbUcmes. 

OHBEHES. 

Why fortune must have ta'en her bandage off 
To diower such graces on you. You mnst dedicate 
A temple to the goddess. Ftom the fimpeiro^l 
Sent for to Eome already) 

FULVIUS. 

I have here 

The letters which command my preisence there ; 

I am promised honours. IF y6U be not bound 

Too closely to jj^our natiye city, Chremes,. 

Let not this ctek^ divide us^Share my'fbrtuned, 
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And be to me a memory of what 

Gisippus was till love made friendship light. 

OHRBMBS.- * ■ 

We'll speak of this again ere you leatre Athens. 
Did you not-say ha should haye met you here? 



FULVIUfiU 

A little further on^— 

I (i^TlvriJS^ fiai» h^ €f^ o^ 
^ w taildng tctfi Hero.) ' ^ 

GHREMSS. 

Twill be no grateful tidings for his ear, 
Those news of your return to Borne. 

ruLVius. 
That form I 

OHBEMBS. 

You do not think of leaving till the festival 
Be:,past1. _ - . 

FULVIUS. 

How dim and wavering is. the recollection 

That stirs within me f There's some faint similitude 

To an old metapry I cannot now 

Distinctly summon up. 

GHHEUES. . 

What's this t Why gaze you so t 

FULYITO. . 

It is the loveliest form I've looked upon : 

Since I have entered Athens 1 : , . . 

OHBEMES. 

It is indeed, 

A bust for Dian's self. 

FULVIUS. 

If she had left 

Her wild wood for the por(.al of her temple^ 
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'To give her votaries a visible audit. 
She cotild not move my admiration more— 
I'll speak to her I 

CHBEMSS* 

You cannot think it, sure I 

This is some lady of high estimation ! 

You are changed indeed I WEat plea have you tooffer 1 

'■•■"• FULTrtrs. ' •' ■*' ■ j . 

XearenoSt. : Let- chancp, Tfrhiicji gives the occasion, 
$e kinder yet and furnish me with matter^ 

tjftKEMEiB. 

You area madman t {Stopping him,} . 

:?ULVI.U3. : . • : ^ 

You are a coward! - Off I. . 

A pitiful, dull trembler. * Hark yoti, sir; 

Go you and marvel yonder, at her state, 
And see it bi^nd to me— ^Twill do so ! Hush I 
Be damh^-^sh'ff speaks ]—■ 

CHREMKS. 

You will not be advised 1 

FULVIUS. 

Psha! No— away 1-^ • (£a»^ CflRKMESO 

Now, by Cytherea, ' 

Here is no common beauty. Woi^ld she biiftlift 

That veil ! There is a sadness in her air 

And motion. Oh 1 if that veil hide' beneath it ' 

A sorrowing brow, when- shall: a smile be worshipped? 

SOPKRONIA (f(7 Hero, coming a litthfoi-ward,)' 

But, trust me; since that "yes" was wrung from me 
I have not redted, You must come more frequently, 
Else I grow serious. as the fate that waits me. 
Farewell ! I wait Gisippus here. - ! . t . 

' - - rVhVivsXaside). : - ' 

Gisippus! ' 
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Some fair friend of the bride — (ExU Hero.^ 

(gora^osriA, coming fortwi, suddefdy 
meets FuLVius arul 0iark back.) 

BOFSBOHflA. 

Ah, heaven I — 

Your pardon, ladjl 

Do ye start from me as it wen a spectre 

That crossed your daylight pa^— ^Y^a sbiks and 

tremble I 
These groves are silent, but not desolate, 
And many ears are waging near ypi^ — Sity 
What is there in an honest face to territ;^ yout 
As, sure, mine seems ao otiiief . 

SOFQBOKIA (fl»df). 

It is Fulvius 1 

'Tis the same gallant air— the noble fo^m 

That caught my first affection — ^Years have made 

But little change upon him. 

FULVItTS. 

How she regards me ! (Aside.) 

SOPHltONfA. 

He knows me not ! {Seeming to go.) 

FULVHJS. 

You would noif gO|^ l&4y» 
Leaving me thps. unsatisfied f 

S0P9BQNXV 

I know ye ^ot^ sirl 

I am a RoQuai, and & friend ol Glsifjfitti > 

A scholar te<^ j^»t weimed tern the \uaAi studies 

Of your Athenian schools, and tuvnlng now 

To find a gentler lesson In the lair 

And varied volume nature lays before me 1 

A diligent and most untiring learner. 
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Oould I but hdSpe 

That ViXMi ezeeHent pattern of fato »):% 
This momin^.Aows m«i mi§^fc cmthra€ iftiv 
My study and mf mApiiaU^B ; 



. *§-• » •« ^ 



d(^HB01fU. 

You • ^ 
Are pl^SISni sir I 

I have a feilmg tEal way — 

OhI . 

Could you but feei tae wfonji JTQU do ibftl Brow 

When you wopja make ii mipisCer to scorn, , , 

1^0 heart would mourn Ihe absence of its light. 

Yain men I And do ye seek to cozen us 

With fliltt^ ^ f idpabl^ arf tiril f 

You know it Iskt fiiuit^ Wt^^iSmmA tfl 

But shdH i-^^d^p^odming her.) 

SP?HBONU. 

No. Named you not Gieippus, Bctamtrl-*- 

ytfLvixTir 
He M KSowA t9 jW8 f 

sophSonu. 
He is. 

FULVIUS. 

His promised bride, i€6i 

«SOPHBONfA« 

BaCmla be my nSeaf frtena. 

And we thus stand at distance ! — Now, by Nemesis, 
I thought we should bo' friends. I know not why, 
fiut though we sure have never met bl6fo^,' 
That form already grows upon my 06^ 



512 GISIPPUS. lAOV^ ^ 

Familiar as a memory of its childhood. 

Our sages tea(^b'.(aiid how I find theni reasonable). 

There is between the destinies of mortals 

A secret and mysterious coincidence '/ 

Drawn from one mighty principle of Nature ; 

A fixed necessity — a potent ** must," 

That sways mortality through all its haroionie&I 

That souls are mingle^ and hearts wedded, ere 

Those souls have felt *the dawning ol a thought : 

Before those hearts have formed a pulse, or yet 

Begun to beat.wiUi consciousness of being. I ^ 

My heart' is governed by a fate like this, 

And draifm.^o thee, unknown — unseen. 

SOPHRONIA. 

Beware! .. . . ' - v 

I am your friend and warn you. Trust. m» not^ 
Earth never formed a being half so false. 
To him who shuns me, I can be more just; 
To him who wooes like thee with heart on lip, 
A very icicle. 

I will believe 'you- 1-«- 

Tis beautiful, and so art thou — 'tis fragile 

And false — so ye would have me thin^c ye-*-Bright| 

So is thy beauty — sparkling as thy wit I 

*Tis radiant as thy form ; find it is cold, 

And so art thou 1 

SOPHRONIA. 

I am a dull diviner 

If that speech were not meant for, one, a foolish friend 
Of mine, at Corinth once, who threw her heart 
Away, thinking it given to a Roman youth. 

yuLVius. 
At Corinth, lady. ! 
Spoke you of Spphronia 1 
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■ ' ' SOPHRONIA, 

Why, ' ' :' ' . :^' ;- .• 

I named her not!— you've known her, then? 

'.FULVius; . . . , . . * 
I have ; • • 

I pray you hear. Thweris' a friend of mine — 
A poor weak youth — Oh I hear nre^-Hfor my-^life " 
Is wriEtpt ih' hisf and tbat is failing fast. 
He loved her^— «hd she wronged him.. Knew ye this 1 

; :. SQPHRONIA. . 

No, truly. And yet I might say I knew her * 

(Her very h^art) even as mine own, . 

* " " • • 

- PiJLYlUS.. :: . 
She was .. . 

The fairest, yet the falsest thing that e'er . 
Made light of. confidence^ Her eyes looked brightest 
When they were silent perjurers — ^Her voice 
Sweetest when turned to deep deceit-j-Her smile 
Pleasant as hefiiltH, yet death's worst messenger I 
This is my'mempry of her. Years, alas ! - 
Have passed since I beheld her I Lives- she 1 

SOPHRONIA^ 

Yes,' • - - 

And for a new love.: &he has livdd to learn 
The wisdom of forgetfulness. 'Twill be 
Some comfort to your false friend to hear this I 

F0LVnJS, 

Oh! I wa6 tie ver false — Proud I might be, 

I am — ^but though in very stubbornness, . 

I steeled my heart against the scorn that pained it ; 

And like the slave whose struggling in his chains 

Makes them hang heavier and corrode more deeply, 

The influence that I sought to smile away 

But clung more sensibly about my heart, 
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Binding it down unto its first affections 

More tenly while my laughing lip denied 

The dear JlegiancA-^Woald Sophrouia knew tUs 1 



SOPHRONIA. 

Ay, if she had but known this i 

Ay, idl^ sorrow aow^ 

For had I sought hof sod boWtA dorwn itty feMH 

Yet lower thun ite boyish pride 66iild stemp^ 

It were in vain, for she esteemed the fancied wrong 

Her own, and would itave dpiirhed the suit and mOt 

6OPHRONIA. 
Oh, women have forgiving temperSi ^utvius ; 
You should have made flM tiML — 

FULVIUS. 

Ha 1— that Uxti^ t— 

1 stand tia 6tf 6 !n Ml^t— Im 1 A^mi^id t 

0OPHBOHlil^ 

But n6w,. kidaed^ 'tie kt^ SdphMnillie 
In Athens — ttnd loigibv^ess paisl W peweri 

The veil 1 In mercy 1 Oh, my anxious heart 

And throbbing brain 1 The veil 1 Nay, raise it, lady^J"*^ 

And snatch bus from the agonising dfelfle— 

Bay, dolerrf 

Or does' my heart detibivd^ me w!^e»t^ oki^ 

That voice, for one familiar with its oldest 

And best remembrancedfT Iff ^ws upon me 

More rapidl/ t^sid «iirely-^^y' S'o^i^nfl^ 

Oh love ! life ! hap^fkiess f {She tArbi)^ hX tlU vgfj 

Hold these I 

JFUliVlUS. 

No, no ! 
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By thine own imdiimged beauty, 1 4o iweiri 
I am as innocent of wrong to ye 
As aught in yirtue oi in truth I 

SOPHRONIA. 

It matters not ; 

I am no more mine own to meet thy faith. 

Although I flhoidd beUeve it. 

Say thou dasM 

And where is he who dares dispute Ibe donstr^tienee t 

I do remember somewhat, lightly spoken 

And hastily, (which thou wut sure lecaUi lovet) 

That chills my breast to think on. If ay. put off 

That distant air — ^Wave not your hand tnus coldlyi 

As you would scatter sorrow with the action 

Upon the heart that loves you. Bepikff 

My pardon, even l^y q. loo^ and m 

Unkindnes« sleeps D^iween us $;4lif>v^ walm agpun. 

«6pnR(Jm4, 
It is too lat^ ftair. 

Wheref 01^ 1 Are you not 

The same free Qrecian maiden t I can see 

No mark of bondage «Ek j&tL 

But there i« 

A heavy bondage. I am bowld. 

WWfWSk 

To me i (Eagerly,) 

Think you I could forget that vow, Sophronia ? 
Truth, love, and justice are my witnesses, 
(And surely your will hoopar thei&») the henr^ 
That stilled ite beating to record th» pledfs^ 



316 . GisiPPtrs. [acI*!. 

Tenderait yet ainbng its living pulsear, •' "^ . 
The dearest memory there I - 

: . : . i • ••' ■'■ -'•' - 

SOPHRONIA. 

"This must be ended^ 

Fulvius — ^I am indeed — . ' ' - 

ruEvius (MembpOtig. her)\^ : .' 
Although thy lips, 

Which are the beauteous ministers of Truth, 
Of virgin Truth herself, had sworn that,'hidy, 
I must not credit ye,: .''•'' ^ 

. '■''..}] .^OPHRONIA.,- - -• \ 

Then fare ye well, "\; - , % -....-. • ., - 

The time must. unddceiyp you'^. 

'--■■'■[■ \}.. i^[jLvius;- ,_. - _• 

Hold, Sophronial - .' 
If any fearful, creeping, lieartless slave v ' 
Hav0 inade igi'base*adVaiitage-^'0 my-blindness I 
That I should leave tQ .6i;ch a.venomed slanderer 
The opportunity he dated not vindiGate-r— , ' 
But name him — ^and I will redeem £hy pledge 
Though I should tear ii from his heartland give thee 
A reeking witness with it. • - - ' ' 

" SOPHRONIA. • ' 

^Tis a name 

Willlay a quieter and* heavier influence 
Upon your spirit, Fulvius. You^are sensitive 
In friendship as in love 1 — : . - . 

FULVIITS. 
Ha! {Starts back.) 

SOPHRONIA. 

« 

I am here 

The mistijQss of the revel — Hark ! Oh heaven I 

My lord approaches — forgive and leave me 1 
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... - J ... 

FULVIU& . . • ' 

Your lord? - - 

SOPHRONMi 

My husband— Guippus ! Your friend ! ' 
Ohiflyl. 

My friendl (Abskadedly,) 

SOPHRONIA. 

I fear your meetii^g, 

ruLvicjs. ^ . . 

Ohl 

Avenging Kemosis !'— O traitor, HopQ. I . 
What was there in the little store of peace ' . 
That I till now had laid unto my heart| 
Thine eye should covet thus 1 * 

SOPHRONIA. 

He comes i {Armovdy.) 

FULVIUS. 

I am glad of it I {Starting rownd,) 

SOPHRONIA. 

Mercy 1 you would nol-^- — 

FULVIXTS. 

In his very teeth -^ - 

111 fling my charge— there let it stick, and blacken f * 

Ye bards, whose tales of Grecian faith are cherished^ 

In strains that credulous fancy dotes upon. 

Your ashes shall no more be hallowed now, . 

It vas a lying spirit moved ye^— Hence I 

Thou art become » plague unto my sight, 

A blot and stain upon the virgin aic 

'V X'^usie,^ heard tuithini SqvBROl^ 
• ^' sinks on her knee,) : /i : . 

arise, piy love I r ' ' . 

How sWift a shame runs buming.through my veins 1 ; 
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You should not kneel — What, though you are heartlesg^ 

love, 
You still are que^ in this — Beautiful falsehood I 
Ye have spells about ye — and I would curse, 
Yet can but gaze into thine eyes, and bless thee. 
What would ye I should do T 

60FHB0NIA. 

IVe been to blame, 

But now repentance is in vain. I feax 

The anger of my lord, for I am now 

Bound to obedience. Seem not to know me, Fulviu£^ t 

The fate that's on oa paasien eaaiiot tiV^f. 

But may confii^i^ 

F(yLvnj$. 
Fear not. I will be governed. — 

Enter Gisippus, Medon, Ghrbmibb, hd^, guests^ &c. 
Music pUiySf uMe seaUs, dbc.^ are arranged 
— Gisippus leads Sophkonh^ ^ a seat^ 
FULVius remains tmobserved, leaning againsi 
a side scene up the stkgie. 

gisippus. 
Here in these silent groves we will attend' 
The Ughtifi^ of tbe Hymeneal' toi<i)l» 
How pxire, hoiw bolyir is the sa<»ifie«^ 
That waits on virtuous Ipve! Bow 4«f9^ ift 
The very levity, WQr^ato tehoiNDUf iW 
The fiery zeal t^at jj^amoju W>w% i« tlvm^ 
Tempered by mild erte^u atl4 )iQU«llKrQV^i9aA%- 
Into a still, un wasting^ i^e^tal ^m%v 
That wanders uor decays. AU soft affections, 
Galtt' hoped^i atid^quiet' blesshigs HdVb^ rounds 
And soft Peace sheds Her virtuous d^ws upon it 
No conscious memories haunt the path of pl^asHi^ 
But hcipj^estf & made a virtue. 
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FOTiVIUS. 

Ay! 

An universal one— for tratli and j astices 
Honour and faith, may be caat ^ to gain it. 
Without one conscious shame. 

GipiPPUS. 
How's this? 

SOPHRONU. 

Gisippus. (Lays her hand ojfk hm. arm,) 

GISEPPUS. 

My love 1 What would, you t 

FULVIXJS. 

Oh I must I endure this) 

The action hath struck fire from oji^ min^eyipTrr 

I cannot hold. (fijmt^t^(^^X 

GiS]ff!PFS. 

Ha ! Fulvius I O dear friend ! 

My happiness fell short o£its completion 

Till you had given me joy. 

Why should it need 1 

The joy that conscious truth gt««a will wait on ye. 

For surely you deserve it. 

Friend and brother. 
I thank you. 

Does the bride t 

GisiFPi3:a 

Nay ! y^ shpul^sp^e, her. 

FTHiVlTO. 
Prudent frfend I Wise lover ! Now 
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I see the spring of your half confidences. 

QISIPPUS* " ' ' ■ 

What doubt is this 1 

^ rULviijs. 

Doubt I Oh ! I know thee just ; 
I know thy tongue was honesir-— but I know too^ 
The silent tales a glance may tell — the lies 
That may be acted. (They ail rise.) 

GISEPPUS. . 

Ha I {Sqphroma throws herself between,,) 



i 1 / 



SOPHEONIA. 

Oh I heed him not, 
There is some error — 

FULVIUS. 

All the Hods— the looks 
By which the absent fool is safely damned-^ 
Ye would not slander me in words, I know it^ 
But there are ways. 

GisiPPUg. 

What sudden, horrible fear . 

Creeps o'er my frame 1 

There is no likelihood in that. {Aside^ 

FULVIUg. 

Farewell 1 

Honest Gisippus, fare ye well I Sophronia, 

I will not, for the last time, take your hand .. 

With an ill word ! (Kisses her hand.)' 

Gisippus, this is all 

Your friend claims from your bride — she was worth 

A double peijury 1 O virtuous pair, 

The happiness ye merit dwell about ye 

Till ye have learned to laugh at' conscience. How I * 

Am I a wonder, that ye throng and gaze 

Upon me 9 Have I marred the bridal 9 'Oh I - 



4 
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Let it proceed, and pardon me. Hearts wortblery 
Marriage ne'er blest ; take a friend's word iox that-— 
An undone friend it may be, but that's little. 
My last advice is — ^ye may ne'er remember 
The name or fortunes of your ancient friend, 
For there's a cause why that should breed ill thinking* 
Farewell, Sophronia 1 O true friend, Gisippus-^ 
Farewell I farewell 1 {Exit FULVIUS.) 

lOBDON. 

What is the cause of this? (Apart.) 

CHREMES. 

Whatever it be, Oisippus hath it now, 
His looks betray it. Mark him ! 

OISIPPUS. 

Holdj my heart ! 

Eush not too quickly on a divination 

So full of fear for thcQ. Sophronia 1 

SOPHRONIA. 

I am here, Gisippus 1 

GISIPPUS. 

Medon will attend you 

To your chamber. I would speak with you alone — 

I'll follow you. 

SOPHRONIA. 

My lord shall be obeyed. (Exit with Medon.) 

GISIPPUS. 

Kind friends, your pardon for this interruption. 
Which should not mar the festival — One hour. 
While you attend a measure in the house, 
I would bespeak your patience. Then I come to ye ! 

(Musk plays, while Chrbmes and the rest go 
out, leaving Gisippus alone upon the stage,} 

GISIPPUS. 

Oorinthi The mystery of Fulviiis — and 

Y 
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Soplironia's old affection ? You great Gods, 

I see my fate. — ^The sacrifice you ask 

Is great and bitter.— You, who lay upon me 

This heavy test — ^lift up my soul to meet 

And wrestle with its potency ; — the hour 

Is come at length when the young votary, Virtue, 

Must prove his worship real^ — when the spirit- 

Shall soar above all natural affections, 

A wonder and a tale for days unborn, 

Or sink, degraded, into self. My love ? 

My friend ) How suddenly the^ word unmans me i 

My heart is weak,^ — and I but pant and struggle 

At the greatness I would master. Yet it shall be sOf 

Sophionia shall be tried — and should she falter, 

It must be done, although my strings of life . 

Crack in the doing. O ! for one brief moment, 

Lie still and cold, ye whispering ministers 

That stir my blood with selfish doubts and wishes ; 

Dig memory, sense, and feeling from my brain 

And heart, and make it steel to all but that 

Which makes yielding painful i 

mT> OF THS FIRST ACT. 



ACT n. 

SCENE L—A STEEET IN ATHENS. 



Mfer FuLVius and Chrembs, followed by Lycias and 

Servants, 

FULVIUS. 

Friends^ let our train expect me on the hill, 

Beside the villa of Gisippus, (Exeunt Lycias, dc.) 
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CHREMES. 

Why should you droop thus, Fulvius 1 

FULVIUS. 

I would 

*We had left Athens yesterday. I grieve 
To think upon the wrong J did Gisippus, 
And would return aild see him once again^ 
To take a friendlier leave. 

CHREMES. 

You should say rather 

To see Sophrpnia once again, and make 

Your parting yet more painful. 

FULVIUS. 

No, I have wronged 

My friend I The friend that would have died, ere in 

jured 
Me, or cast one moment's shadow o'er my heart, 
He must think better of me. 

OaBEMBS. 

Wei], I seek not 

To cross your wishes. But I pray you, tell me — 
That gloomy looking knave ye sent before 
Just now : is he your slave 9 

FULVlua 
My freedman, Lycias. 

CHREMES* 

It is impossible that there can be 
An uglier man. 

FULVIUS. 

Or a truer. 

CHREMES. 

Pish for his truth ! 

I would not keep such a face about my household 
For an the truth in Greece. I have conceived 
A strange antipathy against him. What 
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A dark and scowliDg glance the sulky slave 
Shoots from beneath his shaggy brows I 

ruLvius. 

Beware ! 

Keep such thoughts in your breast and live in peace. 

He's a Phoenician ; faithful — ^but revengeful. 

GHREMES. . 

Psha ! He shall know my mind a dozen times 

In the hour. Til whip him from his cut-throat looks. 

He talks too little to be an honest man. 

I'll teach him a more civilised obedience 

Than that he showed you now when you spoke to him : 

'* Lycias, go bid our trains expect me." — " Ugh P 

{Exit sulkily, fromrnig hook on FULVIUS.) 

I'll see him ; once again will see Sophronia. 

Why should I doubt my resolutiou 1 — Yet 

If she should smile-r— and heaven ia in that smile-^* 

May she not win me back 

To the delusions of my wooing hours, 

And blind my vision to the Q9,wai:d path 

That honour points to 1 Koy no» it mxist not 

Grieve Gisippus to think upon qui frieofibhip. 

He shall yet deem nobly of me. {Exit FULVIUS.) 



SCENE II.--THE HOUSE OF SOPHRONIA. 
ErUer Medon and Sophbonu. 

MEDON. 

Away — tell me no more i 

SOPHBONU. 

I have heavy reasons. 

MEDON. 

They should be such indeed to o'erweigh that 
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You now have urged. Delay the bridal ! Bid 
Our friends disperse, and keep their mirth untasted 
Por another morn 1 Fie 1 fie 1 Have you a name 
To care for t What a scandal will it bring 
Upon our fame ! A man^ brave, learned, honoured^ 
Worthy the noble lineage he sprung from, 
Worthy as fair a fate as thou couldst give him. 
Were it made doubly prosperous. What, think you. 
Made you thus absolute 1 Fll know the cause 
From which this fancy springs, or hear no more. 

SOPHRONIA. 

Then you shall hear no more, for while I live 
The cause shall sleep within my lips, though none 
But the ear of solitude should hear it spoken. 

MEDON. 

Sophronia, I know well 'tis some device 
To break this contract. 

SOPHRONIA. 

No, my brother. 

MEDON. 

But 

My heart is set upon it. His noble birth, 
His eloquence, his influence in the city. 
Are wanting to support our growing name. 
My plans, hopes, iSL are based on this alliance. 

SOPHBONU. 

But to defer — 

MEDON. 

Defer ! What did you promise ? 

Why did you mock us then with your consent 1 

What shall be your next humour % We'll attend it. 

SOPHBONIA. 

Why should you be so quick to speak unkindness 9 
It was to please you, Medon, I consented. 
I did not then look for a life of happiness, 
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But now I feel content shall scarce be mine. 

Yet. as I hope for that, I swear to thee 

I do but seek to meet the pledge Fve given. 

And with a firmer fortitude redeem it ; 

I have no other hope« Oh ! brother, if 

Indeed you would be deemed such, grant me thia^ 

And — ^ha ! he is here — 

^n^ GisiPPUS. 

GI8IFFUS, 

I am sorry that I startle you, 

Medon ; what is* there in your gift^ Sophronia 

Should sue thus humbly for, and find you cold 1 

MBDON. 

1 would not have it known — and if she holds 

My love at aught, she will be silent on it. {ExU.)- 

OISIFFUS. 

Forget this peevish bickering of your brother, 
And hear me speak. 

SOPHRONIA. 

At least, Gisippus, you 
Can have no cause to chide 1 

GISIPPUS. 

Why, there, Sophronia 1 

How like a conscious one you spring to anticipate 

The shadbw of an accusation. I 

Said not I came to chide you ; but indeed 

You've judged arighti and you shall hear my charge \ 

The promise you have pledged me, you redeem 

In words ^your looks are cold ; they freeze my hearty 

And tell me it is cheated with a mask 

Of constrained seeming. 

SOPHRONIA* 

Whither does this lead 7 

GISIPPUS. 

Your converse^ friendship, 
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You say are miae« But I would yet be lord 
Of more than these ! without it they are valueless ; 
Tis an ideal good, excelling substance-^ 
Tis trusty 'tis confidence, Sophronia. 

SOPHRONIA. 

Nay, there, at least, I'm free. 

GISIPPUS. 

Indeed, you are 1 

And therefore 'tis I value it and seek it« 

Give me. your hand. You've had proof of my love. 

Now try me further. Lay your heart before me. 

Naked as it appears to your own thoughts, 

With all iti^aspirations. You may find 

That I can act as worthy and as free 

A part, as if I ne'er had stooped so low, 

To win the love that hath at last deceived me. 

For though, my heart can witness, I do prize 

My love, beyond the life-blood that flows through it, 

I would not weigh it 'gainst your happiness, 

The throbbing of one pulse. Believe, and trust me« 

SOPHRONIA. 

You are too noble ! 

GISIPPXJS. 

Do not think that, Sophronia, . 

Nor let your generous fear to wound a spirit^ 

Too sensitive, affect your confidence. 

The rigid schools in which my youth was formed. 

Have taught my soul the virtue that consists 

In mastering all its selfish impulses 1 . 

And could I bring content into yotir bosom. 

And bid that care, that pines your delicate cheek, 

And pales its hue of bloom, (fit paradise 

For the revelry of smiles 1) resign his throne there, 

My heart, without a pang, could lose, ye I {Aside.) 

It burns, while I belie it ! 
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SOPHRONIA. 

I have heard you 

With wonder, that forbids my gratitude. 

How you have humbled me ! O Oisippus I 

I will deceive you yet — ^for you shall find, 

Although I cannot practise, yet I know 

What greatness is, and can respect it truly ; 

I would requite your generosity, 

And what I can, I will. Do not distrust me 

From my seeming! I have plight my promise, 

And it shall be fulfilled. 

GISIPPUS. 
My fears were just, then 1 ^ 

SOPHRONIA. 

Let them be banished now ! My noble monitor, 
When I shall make advantage of your goodness. 
Virtue forswear me I You have waked my heart 
To duty and to honour ; they shall find 
An earnest votary in it. 

GISlPPUa 
Duty and honour, 

Ye have spoken it worthily, /Sophronia. 
Yet these are cold words— Oh 1 how beautifully 
That fiery carriage shows upon ye ! How 
Ye shine and sparkle in your hourly changes I 
O woman, what an empty boaster man is. 
When he would strive against your empire ! How, 
When he would soar at lonely excellence, 
Ye cling upon him with your potent weakness ; 
And when he is conttot to creep beside ye 
In the dull citcie of material happiness 
Ye fire him to a longing afcer greatness. 
He hath the sttengtE of the huge ocean- wave, 
But you^^you are the planet by whose influence 
It mounts or falls. Have you spoke this too hastily, 
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Or do you feel that firmness in your nature, 
Whicli you have quelled in mine 1 

60FHR0NIA. 

The guests attend us, 

'If you wiU longer hesitate, I'll doubt 

The welcome my assent meets. 

GISIPPUS. 

Beautiful miracle ! 

Oh ! you shall find how dearly I esteem it. 
Farewell I I will but see all placed in readiness 
Without, and then attend you. O you have sent 
Joy, like a strong light, through my darkened spirit I 
FarewelU the rite shall be prepared. (JBxU.) 

SOFHRONIA. 

The sacrifice— 

The double sacrifice ! We have been made 

The victims of our own caprice. 

JSnier NorbaK. 

NORBAN. 

Sophronia, 

Fulvius would speak with you. 

SOPHRONIA. 

Ha ! Peace I Where is he 1 
Not for the world. Away ! 

Enter Fulvius. 

FULVIUS* 

The wings of peace 

Shelter your heart, Sophronia, though they leave 

Those that have loved you comfortless ! 

SOPHRONIA. 

Your coming 

Is most ill-timed. I would not for thy life 

Gisippus saw ye here. — Norban ! 
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NOKBAN. 

i am here, Sophronia. 

SOFHRONIA. 

Bemain on this side, and be sure you warn me 
When Gisippus returns ! 

NOBBAN. 

I will obey you. 

SOPHRONIA, 

Why have you come 1 

FULVIUS. ' 

Tou are so dear to me, 

So coiled and wound about my heart, that 1 

Am glad to find my presence is unwelcome to yoiu 

I come to take my leave, for ever I 

SOPHRONIA. 

Howl 

Do you leave us then, indeed 1 

FULVIUS. 
I am for Bome. 

The path of worldly fame and honour lies 
Smiliug before me. All the dignities 
That young Ambition covets may be mine, 
And fair Success invites me, like a bride. 
How joyously my spirit once had leaped 
To meet her smile and merit it. But now,. 
Its earliest impulse hath been chilled and wasted-*^ 
Its earliest hope o'erthrown. 

(GisiPPits eniers quiMy behind 
NoRBAN, wiseen by him.) 

^ GISIPPUS. 

Fulvius I (Starts backs.) 

SOPHRONU. 

Do not speak thus, Fulvius. 
This is not manly in you. 
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FULVlUa 

O, my love I 

(For I must call you such, though I have lost you) 

You have bereft me of all nobleness, 

And made me what you should contemn. . 

(NOBBAN himing acddenktUy discovers GisiPPiTS 
and gtcurts. Gisippus gras/ps his arm, jpoirUs 
to Us dagger^ and motions him off. Nobban 
d^a/rts.) 

OISIPPUS. 

A watch set, too i (Ajpart.) 
This is the bride now, — this — prudent woman- 
Angel and devil in one hour I My friend, too I 
Peace 1 peace i 

SOPHRONIA. 
Nay, look not thus dejected, Fulvius, 
Think it is our fate which masters us. 
And strive against it firmly. 

FULVIUS. 

Alas! sweetest, 

Tou counsel me in vain. Do not despise me 

That I am wanting in that stern command 

Of natural feeling, and that scorn of circumstances 

That shields the breast of Gisippus. 

GISIPPUS. 

Well put. 

My friend ! — This is • the friend — the bridegroom's 

friend ! — 
Ha ! torture. 

FULVIUS. 

Do not envy nie the luxury 

Of yielding to 'the pressure of my fortune. 

The heart is not mechanical — nor owns 

The empire of the will. 

It is the universal law of nature, 

That where the hand of suffering presses hard ^ 
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Complaint should follow. There is a relief 
In the abandonment of utter sorrow 
That only sufferers know! 

SOPHRONIA. 

Weak suffei^rs, Fulvius ; 

The unreasoning slaves of impulse and exeitement. 

Would you depress your nature to the level 

Of mindless-^nay, even of inanimate things ] 

The victim at the stake will howl and whine ; 

The plant, unwatered, droops ; but man should meet 

The malice of his fate with firmer carnage. 

Alas ! look on the life of the happiest here ; 

What is it but a war of humiua pride, 

With human suffering 1 the mind, the soul 

In arms against the heatt 1 their ally, reason. 

Forcing the aching wretch to suffer greatly. 

And own no influence of fate 1 What, still 

TJnmannedTat parting ? Pray you, Fulvius, 

Kesolve me this. 

FULVIUS. . 

What is't you ask 1 

SOPBRONIA. 

Suppose-*- 

(I do but dream now while I speak of this) — 
But say that it were possible our loves 
Might yet be favoured ! 

FULVIUS. 

Ha! 

SOPHRONIA.. 

Beware, young Boman I 
I speak this as a dreamer. But suppose 
Gisippus, who you know is very worthy, 
And loves you as a friend — 

FULVIUS. 

Alas I I've proved that — 
But ill requited him — 
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80PHR0NIA. 

I pray you, hear me. 

Suppose your friend ahould give me back the promise 

That I have plight — (0 most unwillingly I) 

And leave me free to make my own election, 

Wrong or dishonour set apart-^ 

FULVIUS. 

I hear ye. 

SOPHRONIA. 

How would my freedom move yel 

FULYIUS {rapturously). 
As my life 
Kestored beneath the lifted axe. 

80PHR0NIA. 

We should rejoice then 1 

FULVIUS. 

We should pale the fronts 

The Afric front of night, with revel lights, 

And tire her echoes with our laughter I 

SOPHRONIA. 

Ay, 

And Gisippus would laugh, too. 

ruLVius. 
Ha I — (Fvihm droops.). 

80PHB0NIA. 

He'd be 

The loudest reveller amongst us. Ay, 

We should be famed in story, too. The best, 

The truest friends-Hself-sacrificers ! — Oh 1 

Oar monuments should be the memories 

Of every virtuous breast,-^while Gisippus 

Might find his own dark tomb, and die f orgotten» 

lULVIUS. 

What mean yon 9 
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SOPHRONIA, 

Cast aside that dull respect 
Of fair opinion and the world's esteem, 
Which is the death of many a happiness. 
You are for Rome 1— Our fate is in our hands— 
The world may call it perjury in me, 
In you, foul treachery — but we can live 
Without the world's approval, (can we not?) 
And laugh at self-reproach, too ? 

FULVIUS. 
Sweetest warner, 

Mine honour is not dead, though it hath slept— 
What would you do 1 

SOPHRONIA. 

rd wake that worthin08S 

Within you, which I Jknow you own. Oh i Fulvius, 

You now may see how dearly I have loved you, 

Since I had rather lose you — (ay, my first, 

Old idolised affection !)— than behold you 

Second to any in your own esteem. 

FULVIUa 

In yours, and virtue's never I — Do not fear it— 
I came to take my last farewell, Sophronia — 
Come ; I can throw my helm upon my brow, 
And shake my crest upon the battle field, 
And bare my bright steel with a grasp as firm 
As his whose arm is nerved by glory's zeal, 
Not by the madness of a broken heart. 
An honourable cause— a fiery onset — 
A peal of war — ^a hush ! — one thought on thee !— • 
And there's an end of Fulvius and his love I 

GISIPPUS {coming forward a lUtle). 
That speech was like ye, Eoman 1 

SOPHRONIA. 

Oh, now you are 
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The gallant soul you have been ; and shall be 
The cherished memory of my heart. Oh ! FalyioSi 
It is a sullen fortune that subdues us. 
Bat we have trifled with her early smiles^ 
And now must strive against her hate. Farewell 1 
Forget me and be happy. 

FULVIUS. 

It must be 

My splace to remember you, Sophronia, 

Bat only as a rightful sacrifice 

To honour, and to friendship* Dear Sophronia, 

Let me be careful of his peace to whom 

The Gods have given you now. He knows not yet 

Of our affection. Let him never know it. 

Time, absence, and the change of circumstance, 

May wear me from your memory — (never droop 

Your head to hear it,) and you may yet be 

.To Gisippus — all^but away with that — 

Farewell, at once, f os ever ! 

{They are separating, when GisiPPUS 
adtxmce^ qmcMy.) 

• GISIPPUS. 



SOPHRONIA. 



Stay, Sophronia 1 

Ha ! we are lost ! 

GISIPPUS. 

Lost % How ? Why % wherefore, lady ? 

?ou, Fulvius, too ! — Look on me calndy, Boman, 

You've known me long— beheld me in all changes, 

And read my spirit in its nakedness. 

In what part of my life have I betrayed 

A mean or selfish nature 1 — Ay ! that gesture 

Would tell me — never. — Wherefore am I then 

So worthless of your confidence 1 I must 

Turn eaves-dropper to gain it. Not a word I— 
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• 

You were eloquent but now. Ha ! ha ! You'll say 
You had au inspiratiou theu — 

FULVIUS. 

Gisippus — 

GISIPPUS. 

Now, can it anger you, that I have played 
A mirthful humour on ye both 1 IVe known 
Long since of this, and did but seek to punish ye 

For your distrust. Oh, I have laughed at ye— 

To see your fears, and must again — (Aside.) O Gods^ 
My brain is scorched ! — (Puis his hand to his forehead^ 

and pauses,) 

FULVIUS. 

What mean you, Gisippus % 

GISIPPUS. 

You say right, I was wrong to trifle with you, 
But now the jest is ended^I shall laugh 
No more — never — never ! 
I pray you, pause one moment— 

FULVIUS. 

My kind friend I • 

Gisippua 

{Bim^ slowly, and asswning a gradml finnness,\ 

Come this way, Fulvius ! Sweet Sophronia ! 

(I must no longer call thee my Sophronia,) 

Give me your hand too. As you gave this hand 

To me, even while your heart opposed the deed, 

I give it now to one who loves you dearly, 

And will not find that heart against him* There, 

You are one. And may the Gods, who look upon 

Those plighted hands, shower down upon your heads 

Their dearest blessings. May you live and grow 

In happiness ; and I will ask no other, 

Than to look on and see it ; and to thank 
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My fate that I was made the instrument, 
To brmg it to your bosoms. 

FtJLVIUS. 
Oh, my heart's physician I 
Was this indeed designed, or do you mock us t 

GISIPPITS. . 

This way a secret passage will conduct you 
To the temple porck Medon I know has set 
His soul upon my marriage ; but let me meet 
That consequence— the lightest. Your bride waits ; 
Nay, fly ! Stay not to question nor to speak ; 
The interruption may give space for thought, 
And thought may bring — madness ! Away ! the rite 
Attend you. Medon is not there— nor any 
Who may prevent you. With my sword and Hfe 
I will defend this passage. 

. (PULVIUS uses an action of remonstrance, 
bui yields to the impetuosUy of Gisipfijs, 
and leads Sophronia out at an uj^er 
entrame.) 

Gh)nel Alone! 

How my head whirlS| and my limbs shake and totter 

As if I had done a crime. I have. Fve lied 

Against my heart. What think ye now, wise world % 

How shows this action in your eyes 1 My sight 

Is thick and misty — and my ears 

Seem dinned with sounds of hooting and of scorn — 

Why should I fear t I will meet scorn with scorn ; 

It is a glorious deed that I have done. 

I will maintain it 'gainst the wide world's slight, 

And the upbraiding of my own rack'd heart. 

Oh 1 there I'm conquered 1 

{Sinks into a seat, in a desjponding attitude.) 

z 
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(Hymn without,) 

When thy rite, as now, 
By youthful tongues is spoken—* 

And youthful hearts record the vow, 
That never may be Ittoken — 

Loves like these, 'tis thine to bless ; 
Theirs is perfect happiness ! 

Chobus. 

Loves like these, &a 

(The curtain slowly falls during the chorus,) 

BND OF THE SECOND ACT. 



ACT nL 

SCENE L— A PUBLIC PLACE, NEAR THE 
HOUSE OF SOPHEONIA 



Ent&r Medon and Fazends. 

MEDON. 

Married to Fulvius 1 A free maid of Athens 
Bartered unto a stranger — All my schemes, 
Each plan for our advancement, crushed and scattered- 
But we can reach him. There is none amongst you 
$ut is a Medon, friends I 

ALL. 

Not one I 

MEDON. 

Then all 

Bear on their brows a portion of this slight 
Gisippus throws upon our house. An age 
Will not restore us the ascendant. What 
May he deserve who sunk us thus in Athens 1 
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FIBST FRIEND. 

A worse shame than he gave. 

SECOND FRIEND. 

We'll send our slaves 

To scoff him in the streets. 

ME DON. 

I have a deeper penance for him — 
Meet me an hour hence by the AreopagnSi 
You shall know more. 

FIRST FRIEND. 

Wo will not fail. {Exeunt all but Medon.) 

MEDON, 

Away, then ! 

He's ruined, and I am not sorry for it. 

Ho 1 Pheax I 

Enter ¥hmax» 

PHEAX. 

Do not stay me— I must find 
GisippuSi and prevent his ruin— 

MEDON.* 

How— 

PHEAX. 

I fear to wait the telling — 

MEDON. 

You may safely, 

He will come this way shortly. 

PHEAX. 

There's a clamour 

Among his creditors, with whom^ Indeed, 

2 or a philosopher,) he is well provided, 
id pledged, I know, beyond his means. They say . 
He gave away, with your Sophronia's contract, 
The only hope of compensation left them ; 
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Bat now I met old Davas, the rich usurer, 
Taxing his withered limhs, to seek his pleader ; 
One shrivelled arm close pinioned to his side, 
The hand fast clenched upon a musty parchment^ 
Which, next his skin, looked fair ; the other wanderings 
With bony fingers stretched, in the act to grasp, 
(Fit emblems of the miser's double craft, 
Getting <mA leering) — ^his small weasel eyes 
Glanced every way at once — his countenance 
Looked like a mask made out of an old drum head^ 
In which the bones at every motion rattled 
From mere starvation. Flesh is a garment^ sir. 
Far too expensive for his use. Oh 1 how, 
As he went hobbling by mo, I did curse 
The law that has forbid the art of beating ; 
I never had so much ado to make 
My right foot keep the peace. 

MEDON. 

I am glad to hear this. (Apart,) 
Go you to Bome with Fulvius 1 

PHEAX. 

Ay, to-morrow— (JFri^er Gisippus.) 

O Gisippus, Tve sought you. You are like 

To speed ill if you tarry here. 

GISIPPUS. 
Trouble me not — I know it. 

PHEAX. 

There are three of them 
Have ta'en possession of your villa. Nay, 
'TIS said the sale of that will not half quit 
The charges you have drawn upon your 'state. 
And they assail your person — DaviXs has 
Already sued for thaf. 
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MEDON. 



QISIPPUS. 



So, Gisippua— 
So, Medon— 

MEDON. 

This is all you merit now 
From me, I am sure. You soon shall find that I 
Esteem the wrong youVe done me, at its value ; 
Your jeering shall not sef ye. How will you excuse 
Your thanklesa slight t 

GISIPPUS, 

€k>od Medon-rl have nothing, 

Nothing to offer in excuse ; my foul 

And heinous crime must e'en lie on my head ; 

And so — good day. 

MKDON. 

I've something for your ear first. 

GiSlPPirs. 

You look like one who would not he at peace 
With the world, nor with himself. If it he so, 
You could not find a wretch in Greece more apt 
To meet you at midway^ than he who stands 
Before you now. 

MEDON. 

I am very sure of that, 

But you mistake my resolution quite ; 

You should have deeper cause, sooner, for this bravery. 

There's Davus, in whose danger you are placed, 

He will he crying for his sesterces I 

Look not to me for aid. 

GI8IPPU8. 

To theel Away, 

Vain and presumptuous man I I hold thee 



842 aisiPPXTs. [aot hl 

Boiiigh in my esteem to be thy debtor, 
If thou should'st sue for it, 

. MBDON. 

You shall hear from me. 

PHSAX. 

This is his nature. 

GI8IPPUS. 

Oh I I blame him not. 

We that do study things in {hoir first cause 

Are not so quickly moved by the effect. 

'Twas his fate that denied him so much heart 

To comprehend 

An act of free, disinterested friendship ; 

Of friendship and of love, deep love, Sophrouia ! 

Ck>ds I— there are men upon this earth who seem . 

So mixed and moulded with that earth — so like 

Mere dull, material engines — ^that for all 

The purposes for which man looks to man. 

It were as well a piece of curious mechanism 

Walked in humanity's name and wore its semblance* 

ErUer Thoon. 
Oh ! you are come 1— 

PHEAZ. 

I much fear Medon's malice 

May work some evil 'gainst you ; I will follow him 

And bring you news should any danger threaten. (JSxU.) 

GisiPPtra 
Well, what says Davns ? 

THOON. 

He says you have deceived him villanously, 
And he will give no time. 

OlSIPPUS. 
Did you not tell him 
That which I bade you, as touching Fulvius t 
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THOON. 

I did, and so much mei^cy found I in him,. . 
He gave you one whole hour to \«y that chance* 

GISIPPUS. 

Chance 1 Pish ! — ^Ah, heaven ! they are here ! — 

ErUer Davus and Officers. 

DAVUS, 

Tonder^s your prisoner. 

GISIPPUS. 
Where*s the time you promised 1 

DAVtJS. 

I am changed, 

And wUl not trust you — ^Fulvius is for Borne. 

GISIPPUS. 

t tell yoii now again, as I have said. 

You shall not he defeated of your own. . 

Before night close, I will eatisfy you, 

But leave the means to me. 

DAVUS, 

I will not take 

The promise of a sibyl, if the certainty 

Best in my hands. Advance ! 

GISIPPUS. 

Then, by the Gods — {drawing) 

My freedom shall be dea}:er than my life. 

Or his who dares assail it. , 

DAVUS. 

Heed him not — 

You've numbers, and authority to aid you« 

GISIPPUS. 

They shall be needed. 
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Enier FuLVius and NoBBAir. 

FULViua 
Hold I hold ! Glsippus— 

(GiSiPPUS sheaihes his sword and crosses 
■^ > quickly to Dxvua) 

- GIBIPFITS {apart to Davus earnestly). 
By the bonour of my name — ^by all Tve lost^ 
Aad all I hope to gain^-I swear to you. 
Yon shall be satisfied before to-night; 
But leave me now — and free till then. — ^Hush I speak 

not; 
My hope— life— hangs upon it. — ^Let me pray you, — 
I Mrill deserve this kindness. At my viUa— 
Thou knowest the spot— You'll find me grateful, Da vus. 

(Davus, dtCf go ottt. GisiPPUS remains looking 
after them.) 

FULVIUS. 

What men are these t What meant this brawl, Gisippusi 

GISIPPUS. 

Insolent knaves I — ^I was about to amerce them for it. 
Had you not crossed me. Words^ bred from a trifle. 
And now forgot. Fulvius, I give you joy, 

FULVIUS. 

Thanks for the cause. 

GISIPPUS. 

I have something, Fulvius, 

If you are not o'erpressed in time, to give 

Your private ear. 

FULVIUS. 

Gk) to your lady, boy — 

I will attend her quickly^ (ExU NORBAN.) 

GISIPPUS. 

How shall I t^ll r Will it not appeat 

As I took ground upon my claim, and sought 

The very time it could be least resisted 9 {Aside.). --^ 
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FULViaS. 

Whatt mosingi Oisippus 1 
Wlxat would you stay me for 1 

GiSiPPra. 

And yet — ^to ihink^^(aside) — 

For such a— ^nothing — which, without regard 

To that wjiich cannot be repaid, he owes me, 

And far above, 

My very life should now be put in question. 

Or more-^my freedom here — 

FCTLVHJS. 

What syllbgism — (advancing to him)-^ 

Do you hunt down now, Gisippua 1 Pray you, jump 

To your conclusion, and dismiss me quickly. 

GISIPFXJS. 

I'm glad to see your ancient spirit live again. 

I do him wrong to hesitate — to be silent. — (Aside.) 

F0LVIU3. 

Gisippus — 

Thus do we stand. My time is limited 
By her, to whom, as yet, I owe it all ; 
You can allow for this 1 

GISIPPUS, 

Indeed I so absolute 1 

Well, I will not obstruct your pleasures, Fulvius— • 

YoM had better leave at once. 

FULVIUS, 

Psha !— now you are angry. 

GISIPPCS, 

Gome«-I will tell thee that which troubles me, 
And in few words. When your Sophronia- 
So soon cut short 1 
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Be-enfer Noiban. 

NORBAN. 

A message from the Qajestor. 
Eater a Cfi^^rcjRiON, who give? a packet to FCTLVIUS. 

F0LVIUS. 

Come to prevent my -wishes 1 —(^ea&.) 

Ha! my friend — 
Now give me joy, indeed. I'm greeted here 
With an appointment, from the Emperor, 
In the Eistern wars — If fortune hold her hamour 
I shall be rich in every happiness 
That friendship, love, and honour can bestow-^ 
A") the mad promise of the wildest hope 
That ever killed Content. 

GISIPPUS* 

Your joy is mine — 

ruLVius. 
I have a faith in that. 

GISIPPUS. 

Now, Fulvius, hear me — 

FCJLVHTs (io Centurion). 

If memory err not widely, 'tis four years 

Since, in those very regions, Anthony 

Unwove the web Yentidius had spun 

With Roman toif, and dyed with Roman blood-— 

Yoojierved him in those wars — (Oenturian bou^,) 

Gome to my house, 
You are my guest until we leave together ; 
We will retrieve the shnme of that discomfiture, 
And call young glories from Armenian fields 
To grace the statues of our children's children, 

(Exit with NoRBAN and Centurion.) ' 

GISIPPUS. 

Why welcome then imprisonment and ruin t 
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Light hearted youth ; and yet it is bat lightness ; 
Tis true, a gift not freely given» is none, 
And gratitude itself is compensation ; 
Then what care I, if his reniain unpaid 1 

Re-enter FuLViUS. 
Ay, memory, have ye wok^ ? 

FULVtUS. 

I had forgot — 
Friend % Gisippos 1-^ 

GISIPPUS. 

I thank thee, Fulvius — 

I thought you should not leave me. Didst thou know 
How deep a fear thy coming hath dispersed, 
Tou'd say I had a cause 

What fear % 

GISIPPCTS. 

No matter — 

'Tis gone — ^you are returned — and I am satisfied— 

r will suspect no more. 

FULVIIXS. 
Did you then doubt me ] 
I had forgot you told me 'twas a matter 
Of serious import that you wished to speak on* 

GISIPPUS. 

And so it is. But at isome other time 
I can detail it more at ease— you're now 
Too happy to attend me. Will you promise 
To come this even to my villa, near 
The suburbs, and I'll give you all 1 

FULVIXJS* 

Most willingly, 

GISIPPUS. 

Tou, bridegrooms, have short memories. Will you strive 
To keep it on yours, Fulvius ? 
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VULYWS. 

Good Gisippus, 

I will not swear, but I will say, iadeed, 
The frieudship I profess lies not wholly 
Upon my lip as that reqaest would say ; 
*Twill be no toil (o keep iti)n my memory. 

OOSIPPUS. 

Eaough. Let min shake her wintry wings 
Over my sunny fortunes — ^blight ^nd darken them t 
Let blistering tongues be busy with my name, 
^nd that— ^nd all the comforts I have known 
Pass from me, to return no more— thou, FulWosi 
Shalt have no part in the dread consummation^ 
And I can bear it calmly. 

Yet I hope 

You ne'er may need that consciousness. 

GlSIPPdS. 

I thank thee, 

Aad it is my hope too. Farewell, my friend, 
£at fail not of your word, if you would have 
That hope made true. Hope is not kin to fate^ 
And there's a discord when they meet and jar, 
The hearths ease dies to witness^ Fare ye well I 

{ExU FULVXUS.) 
I am a truster^^nd I fear a fond one, ' 
And yet could donbt^^What, Fheax i 

Enter Phbax rc^idiy. 

PHBAX 

Oh, Gisippus ! 

aiSiPPUS. 
What is the matter f Give your wondei? words, ' 

PHEAX. ' .. -r 

You are my friend. Oh, I have a tale for you 1 
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Gisippos, if you take my counsel, 
Tou'll not remain in Athens. 



Kot remain 
In Athens ! 

No— 'tis known — 
What's known! 



GISIPPUS. 

PHBAX. 

OISIPPUS. 
PflEAX. 



That you 

Have given Sophronia to the Boman. 

GISIPPUS. 

Oh I 

They know it 1 I am glad of it. They know 

That I have given her to her ancient love, 

And my first friend. What do their wisdoms say 

Upon this novel guilt 1 If it be crime 

To give my love, life, soul away, 

For thou to me wert all, Sophronia — 

To tear up my own comfort by the roots 

To make a garland for another's head. 

Then I have sinned most deeply, and my reason 

Shall venerate their censure. 

PHBAX. 

Oh, Gisippus 1 

You jest upon a-— —You are in peril t 

All Athens is incensed against you and 

Your Boman friend. They practise on your safety^ 

Even this moment they are met 

Before the Areopagus. 

OlSIPPtJS. 

I pray you, Pheaz, 
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What statute in our code makes giyi^ 
C/old, miserable slaves ! 

PHEAX. 

Nay, 'tis not so ; 

The charge is deep and foul. 

GISIPPUS, 

Whatisiti Hal 

PHEAX. 

I dare not say it 

GISIPPUS. 

Gome, come, out with it 1 Quick I 
There is more daring in your silence. 

PHEAX. 

Thus then 

They have spoken loudly of your wants, my friend. 

And Fulvius' wealth. You start] Ay, that's the 

charge I 
They trump it to the state that you have had 
Mean views in this. But it has struck you deep, 
You do not speak ? You do not answer me % 

GISlPPtJS. 

I cannot speak my thought I I'm wonder 1 rage 
And wonder all ! — r (Pauses,) 
The furies tear their hearts — lash them with worse 
Than the fell stings they've cast on mine I Gods 1 whati 
Make venal that I gave my peace to purchase ; 
And to my friend ! — Give me the slanderer's name. 
That I may tear the lying tongue from out 
His jaws, and trample on the^— -^I am choked, 
I cannot find a Toice to curse them. 

PHEAX. 

Friend I 

GISIPPUS. 

Gold! trash! 

What 1 truck and barter name and happiness I 
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Who could have dreamed this 1 Oh I this stabs home. 
Though that the devil of gala had mastered so 
Men's hearts, they felt and owned no warmer impulse, 
None but a devil could have foreseen a slander 
So tainting, and so foul. Pah 1 it is vile 1 

FHSAX. 

Let it not move you thus. 

Gisippca 

Let it not move me ! 

I tell thee, were this calumny but breathed 

Li the silent of the night to a deaf ear — 

Could I but know that it was born in thought, 

Though never uttered — 'twould move me more than 

ruin. 
Than loss of wealth and every temporal good. 
But, told through Athens 1 registered in her courts I 
O Jove, destroy my consciousness at once, 
And, that way, give me rest ! 

PHEAX. 

But Fulvius— 

GISIPPUS. 

Ay, well thought on. Fulvius I 
You'll meet him ere this even. Whatever falls, 
Bid him remember his appointment with me. 
These troubles rush in floods upon me now, 
And I must ask another hand to stem them* 

PHEAX. 

Where do you meet, then 1 

GISIPPUS. 

At my villa. 

PHEAX. 

There ! 

You are deceived, my friend. 

GISIPPUS. 

He has promised. 
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PHEAX. 

Trast me, 

He cannot do it. 

GISIPPUS. 
I tell thee, he hath promised. 

PHEAX. 

He has deceived you then. 

GISIPPUS* 
Howl On my need) 

Deceive me 1 — ^Fare you well ! Believe me, 
You are deep in error, eir* {^Exeurk severally,) 
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—EVENING. 

EfVter FuLTius aid Attendakts. 

FIRST ATTENDANT. 

Your lady is before ; 
She waits your coming. 

FULVIUS. 

Stay ! is not here the villa of Gisippua ) 
Come — follow — I will send a packet to him, 
To tell him of this sudden chance. The train 
Is gone before 1 

SECOND ATIENDANT. 

It is, my lord. 

FULVIUS. 

Away, then ! {Exeunt,) 

. Elder Gisippus. 

GISIPPUS. 

I'll have thee only, — ^let them take all else, 
My natal bower, home of my infancy, 
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Mj hope's first nurse thou wert^ and thou shalt be 
The tomb of its decline. Hark ! hush ! a stir 1 

{Goes towards the mlla.) 
All's still as death I Davus has not been here 
With his minions. Fulvius too not yet arrived ; 
He's not impatient in it — and yet, weighing 
Bis feelings now by those which once were mine, 
His stay should not make me so Soft, you ! Chremes ! 
Appointed too, for travel I (Enters the house.) 

ErUer Phbax, Chremes, Lyous, and^Fmnua. 

QHREBfBS. 

00 overtake thy comrades. {EasU Festus.} 
Here, did he say 1 (To Pheax.) 

PHEAX. . 

Who, my friend] Medoni Yes! 

He bade me tarry here, but for one hour 

He would attend you. ' 

CHREMES. 

1 cannot stay his snail-paced movements ; Fulvius 
I see is hurrying on — we must overtake him I 
Haste, fellows ! You wait Gisippus here. 

' PHEAX. 

Ay, and could wish it were with more of comfort. 

CHRBMES. 

Medon and I escort thd bride to Boma 
LyciasI 

LYCIAS. ' 

Weill 

CHREMES. 

Now, 

What think you of this honeymoon travelling 1 

Ho\7 will it meet the approval of your lady 1 

LYCIAS* 

I busy not myself, about my betters 
But to obey them* 

2a 
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CHREMES. 

S'ou are right, 

LYOIAS. 

I wanted not 
Your word for that. 

CHREMES. 

I have a strange foreboding 

That you and I will quarrel one day« 

LYCIAS. 

Like enough. 

OHBEMES. 

Thou art tha most ill-favoured knave I 

LTCIAS. 

I am glad 
You think so. 

OHREMBS. 

Why] 

LTCIAS. 

I shall think better of 

My looks from this day forward. 

CHREMES* 

Do I lie, then ) 

LTCIAS. 

Few Greeks make much of that. 

CHREMES. 

; Go, join the train ; 
But that thou art an useful slave, and I 
Have weightier matters now upon my hands, 
Td beat respect into thee ! 

LTCIAS. 

Hate and hypocrisy 

May come that way — ^Respect's a sturdier fellow. 
But that you are my master's friend, you should not 
Repeat that threat, Greek l^ (ExU LyciAJS.) 
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CHREMES. 

Did you ever see such an ill-conditioned slave ) 
Bat fare ye well. Dull life for you in Athens, 
Whilst we are revelling in Borne. Tell Medon 
I could not tarry. I must needs see Fulvius, 
He's yet in sight — ^Farewell. {Emt Chremes.) 

PHBAX. 

Farewell, good Chremes, 

Too light of heart e'en for a passing thought, 

That hears gloom with it. Gisippus not arrived — 

Oh, my friend I (Enier Gisippus /rom the house,) 

You are true to your appointment. 

Gisippus (admncing). 
Is it a fault! 

PHBAX. 

Now, m he sworn you have not yet forgiven me 
For' doubting Fulvius. 

GISIPPUS. 

And did you doubt him 1 

pheax. 

No, You say truly. Him I do not doubt. 

His will, I am sure, is true — ^It is the circumstance 

Prevents him from fulfilling his engagement. 

GISIPPUS. 
Prevents Ynmi 

PHBAX. 

Why, you surely do not now 
Expect him) 

GISIPPUS. 

Pheax, I beseech you, leave me ; 
Your jesting is ill-timed. 

pheax. 
You are tpo petulant 
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Mj friend. Have you not heard that Fulvias 
Has been commanded for Armenia 1 

GKIPPUS. 
All hath been told me. Nowj I pray yon, go I 
I know he has had letters of such import, 
And that he will obey them and depart 
To-morrow even. 

PHEAX. 

This even, my friend. 

GISIPPUS. 

To-morrow even— 



This even — 

This night — this veiy hour — He hath arranged 

All — There has been a second messenger, 

To bid him to the camp this very hour. 

Chremes goes to Rome, with Medon and Sophronia } 

Nor is it like they will again behold 

Your friend, 'till the campaign be ended, 

GISIPPUS. 

Pheax ! my friend I 

PHEAX. 

Nay— 

I seek but to prepare you for the truth f 

I will not answer thee . 

In words ; but look you yonder I {Fomiing crffi) 

'Tis his train — 

You know he bade them wait on yonder hill. 

GISIPPUS. 

I see it ! — ^but— but — O ye mighty Grods, 

Can there be truth in this 1 He is not with them* 

He has sent his train before, and tarries yet, 

T Ho ! they disappear along the hills^ 

And if he lied in speaking of the time, 

Why may not all be false that he has uttered t 
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The Gods do know I fear the consequence 

Ho tithe so much as finding my heart fooled 

In its free confidence. You still look doubtlngly ; 

Do you think he will deceive me 1 Do you think 

He will not come % Have I given up my love, my all, 

To worthless hands % Do you think 1 — O peace I I will 

As soon cower on my knee,* and dread the toppling 

Of far Hymettus on my villa Here, 

As a fall in Fulyius* friendship, or the word 

He once hath plight. I stand upon his honour, 

And 'tis proud ground. Oh, I can laugh at doubting I 

{A distqmijhcmt is heard.) 
What are those sounds ? 



Do you not know your cause 
Is now in question f I came to tell the news, 
Which' I am grieved to utter — but 'tis truoi 
That it goes hardly forward. 

GISIPPUS. 

Let it go 

Even as it wilL I care not now — Fm heedless 

Of all the external proprieties of life. 

I have braced up my heart to meet the worst 

That fate can cast upon my fortunes. All 

That men call evil, I can meet and suffer : 

While one — one only fear is spared me. 

BrUer Chremss {with a letter). 



■%i:t'.\'AM',>\z' 



Fulvius sei^dfl— 

OisiP^CJS (eagerly). 

Ha ! sayest thou ? Well I O unbeliever, look. 

And let thy spirit blush for grace 1 (To 2 heax.) What 

says he f 
Where didst thou leave himl Howl When will he come I 
Speak! speak!— 
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OHRBMBS. 

He cannot come, Oisippus. (GiSiFPUS starts,) 

PHSAX. 

He is with his train 1~- 

OHBEMBS* 

He is far before it, Pheaz. He has taken horse 
With the Centurion, ' 

FHEAx (to Gisippus). 

Jjook not on't thus ghastly ! 

What is the consequence that makes you dread 

His absence thus f 

OHBEMBS* 

He bade me say, this letter 

Would give you his reason. (Eut Chbsicbs.) 

Gisippus {after ajpause, taJdng the letter). 

Merciful Jove I Is't so ) 
I was mistaken in thee, Fulvius. Honesty 
Hath oft before been made the dupe of seeming 
Look I as I tear this scroll— (PotfMS.) 

By the just Gods, 
I thought there was but one true heart 6n earthy 
And was deceived — ^It is as black and false 
As hell could make it As I tear this scroll. 
Piece after piece, and crush it in the dust, 
So I abjure the wretch who mocked me with it, 
For ever! — ^Whatl — 0, Tm rightly dealt with. 
Most justly— oh, most meetly — ^Mighty heaven I 
I cannot see well yet — ^Forgot I — ^forsaken I 

FHEAX. 

I'll write to him— 

GISIPPUS. 

Ill cleave thee to the earth, 

If thou wilt say that word again ! — No, no, 

The gratitude that must be roused from slumber. 
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Is never worth the waking — Let it sleep 1 (Shouts.) 
Again ! hark 1 — 

PHSAZ* 

Be at peace ; I see the citizens 

Are coming forth. Remain I 111 soon return. 

And tell thee of the issue, (ExU Phsax.) 

GISIPPTXS. 
Now I would 

That there were fierce wars in Greece I Gods I 
The comfort of a lawful suicide ! 
The joy of hunting after death, when life, 
Grown hopeless, goads us to the chase ! the rapture 
Of meeting him bare-breasted on the field, 
Amid the roar of fight thatjshuts out thought. 
And rushing to his blood-red arms, without 
The fear of the high heaven's displeasure* 

B^erUer Phkax. 
Friend ! 

The judgment 1 hath it passed ) Stay ! Stay I 
I read it in thine eyes. It is a doom 
Too terriWe. But — Well I the sentence 1 

YouVe been decreed the slave of your chief oreditor^ 
Davus. 

GISIPPUS. 

Not that 1 A sword and buckler, Gods I 

And an unfettered hand I Then, Fate, I dare thee 

To prove my heart is softer than a man's 

Should be. Cast me free upon the world, 

With all my injuries upon my head, 

I still will move your wonder — and mine own ; 

But slavegfl 
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PHEAX, 



There is 

A way to shun it. 

Ha! 

Fly I 



GISIPPUS. 
PHBAZ, 

OlSlPPU£k 



cold ingrate 1 

That Jhe Should leave me thus 1 Tis well— ^ 

PHBAX* 

They cornel 

OIBIFFUS* 

Tou do not— -cannot feel how much ho owes me ; 
But you are rights I am free yet I (Bushing oui.) 

Enter Medoiy, ivUh (wo or three frmd$ meeting him, 

MEDON. 

Not so. 

GISIPPUS. 

Ha ! hence t thou causeless hater I Art thou come 
To look upon the proud man's ruin) Henqa! 

1 have no part with thee. 
Thou art to me a thing material^ 

Mindless, and heartless — a mere physical hindrance ; 
As such 1 put thee from my path, unmoved, 
And so forget thee. 

{He passes Mb don, and is going oiU rapidly ^ 
when he is met by Davus, who enters ac^ 
campanied by a Sicilian Mbrohant and 
Soldiers. Gisipfus is seized.) 

MEDON. 

Ha ! ha.! How this scorn, 
Becomes the slave of Davus I 
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DAVUS. 

Nob my slave ! 

not my slave indeed I have sold ye, QisippaS| 
To this worthy man. He sails for Sicily 
To-night, and you most with him. 

GisiPPua 
Sicily 1 — (Pausing.) 
Ha I — Borne — ^I am content. 

DAVUS 

You would he proud 

To know how dearly I have sold ye, Gisippus. 

(Shows apa/rchmeni to hm, which GiSiFPlTB 
hands to Pheax.) 

QISIPPUS. 

Give this to — ha ! ha I my young friend 1 — and hid him 
Bind it up with his laurels — ^Fare ye well ! 

{Oivmg his hand lisUessly to Pheax.) 

PHEAX. 

All will he well yet^ Gisippus. 

OISIPPUS. 
Ay, like enough ; 

Fare ye well Borne f {Aside^ It may be done» 
Come on ; 

1 am ready to attend you, sirs — the dust 
Is on my head, PU be a patient bondsman. 

{Exeunt Meoon and Pheax at one side^ 
Gisippus and the rest at the other.) 



END OP the third ACT. 
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ACT IV. 

SCENE I.— A MAGNIFICENT ANTE-EOOM IB 
THE PALACE OF FULVIUS, AT ROMK 



(Chorus and sJunUing heard wUhaui.) 

HYMN. 

Welcome home I welcome home I 
Guardians of the weal of Rome. 
Over land and over aea* 
The eagle's wings spread pUlantlj. 
Guardians of the weal of Rome, 
Welcome home I welcome home I 

(During the chorus, which is heard nearer and 
more distinctly^ Servants wad Messbngers 
wUh Utters pass over the stage.) 

FIBST SERVANT. 

It is our lord. 

They're now before the palace. 

SECOND SERVANT. 

Haste, man, the show'll be past. 

Are we too late 1 (To MACRO, entering.) 

MACRO. 
No qaestions now. I've letters for Sophronia — 
Lead me to her — (To Servant.) 

Youll be in time for Folvios ; 
He's now passing— Lead on, sir.] 

SERVANTS. 
Hark I — come— come. 

(Exeunt MACRO and Sbrvanib.) 

Enter Medon and Chrembs with NoRBAN. 

ME DON. 

Go, boy — wake up your lady. 
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NORBAN. 

She is ill, sir* 

MEDON. 

She must not be fll, sir ; 

111 on the morn of her lord's triumph ! — ^Go— 

He will be terribly angry if he come 

And finds her ill. Bid her get well again, 

And speedily, if she would keep his favour. 

NORBAK, 

Fll tell her so, sir* {ExU Norban.) 

MSDON. 

Do so, sir. I know 

The cause of this ; some new neglect from Fulvius. 

GHRBMES. 

Why do you let him treat your sister so t 

MEDON. 

Why do I let him treat myself stiU worse 1 

These swift successes have completely changed him ^ 

He's prouder than the Emperor, and looks 

On his old friends as they were bom his bondsmen ; 

All but you, Ghremes. You are still his friend, 

His bosom counsellor ; for poor Sophronia, 

She is the first wife that was ever jealous 

Of her husband's reputation. 

OHRElfrES. 

We must let him 

Tire of his high-flown wishes quietly. 

Some check of fate may humble him, and turn 

His heart unto its old affections yet. 

Enter Sophronia, attended, 

MBDON. 

Good day, Sophronia — 

CHREMES. 

Madam, I have news for you 



/ ^ 
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Yoa will be glad to hear. Your lord comes hither ; 
The Senate have decreed him an ovation 
For his late conquests in Armenia, 

SOPHRONIA, 

How does he» sir 1 

OHRBHBS. 

Much discontented still. 

He says, had th' Emperoi been half so prosperous 

He had had a triumph, and fifteen dayif thanksgiving, 

But he must rest content with an ovation — 

A poor ovation* 

SOPHRONIA. 

Nothing would content him — 
The honours he aspires to, when he gains them. 
Look mean and worthless in his eyes, but this 
Becomes not me to say. 

MEDON. 

What, do you mourn 
M this ? 

CHBBMBS. 

He is made Praetor too, 

SOPHEONIA, 

I would 

I were once more in Athens — never knew 

What love — ^nor what neglect was. 

. MUDON. 
Ay — ^I know 

Who would have mtade a kinder husband. Now 
You are sorry for your seorn of Qisippus, 

CHREMES. 

Hush I 

SOPHRONIA. 

Hive you heard of him since, Ghremes t 

GHREMES. 

No, madam. 
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SOPHRONIA. 

Poor Gisippua ! — ^Nor told my lord his fate?- 

CyURE MES* 

Madam, I thought that would have been a vain cruelty 
Till I had found Gisippus, and given Fulvius 
The power of yet redeeming past neglects. 

SOPHRONIA. 

Perhaps you were right. 

OHREMES. 

O ! I am sure I was. 

SOPHRONIA. 

When may I look for Fulvius ? If he thinks 
My welcome worth the having, he is sure of it. 
I shall be* glad to see him. 

CH^BMES. 

I pray you, seem so, madam, 

He will be disappointed else. 

He was impatient^ so he bade me say, 

Until the Senate's will- dismissed him home, 

To hear his sweetest welcome from your lips. 

{Shouts wUhoui.y 
They come ! 

MEDON. 

Tis he, Sophronia ! (Shouts,} 

OFFICERS {erUering). 
The Prastor ! 

Enter Fulvius, attended as from a triimph, 

FULVIUS. 

Oh I .young Athenian, 

I am glad to see thee I — From the General this— « 
This greeting from the Prsdtor — ^and a long kiss 
From the Roman boy, who wound himself into 
The heart of a proud lady some while since 
By a temple porch at Corinth. 

SOPHRONU. 

My dear lord 1 
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ruLvius. 

These weighty honours which my country throws 
Upon my hands, wean me from quiet fast, 
I would they let me stay in humbleness, 
With thee, and found some more ambitious mark 
For favour. Ay, you smile, but it is truet 

SOPflRONIA. 

I would it were, Fulvius. 

FULVIUS, 

It is, believe me. Gome, where are your sports t 
I must have nought but smiles and happy faces 
For these few days at least, the Senate gives me ; 
But ever holiday looks from thee, Sophronia. 
Come, let us see your revels. 

(Exeunt dl IM Ohbemes (md Lyqias.) 

CHREMBS. 

I saw thee grinning at the porch but now 
As I passed in, what meant ye t 

LTCIAS, 

Do not ask me ; 

I am at your conmiand, give me your orders, 

And let me go at o^ce. 

OHBEMES. 

Then make all ready ; 

Bid the dancers shake their legs and put their toes in 

order. 
And the musicians puff themselves into wind-gods, 
Men of immortal lungs. Let the cook look to i^ 
If he so far forget his office as 
The matter of a snipe's wing burnt, he dies ; 
We'll have him served up in one of his own dishesi 
And save a goose by it — Lastly, for thyself ; 
When you have done this, get into some corner, 
And be not seen until the feasting's ended — 
That face would mar all merriment — 
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LYCIAS. 

I hear you. 

CHREMES, 

And no more silent jeers or sneering, if 
You loye unbroken bones. 



LYCIAS. 
CHREMES. 

LYCIAS. 
CHREMES. 



Fish ! pish 1 

Speak out, dog, 
What say you^ 

I hate talking. 

You hate everything, 
I do believe. 

LYCIAS. 

A great many. 

CHREMES. 

Empty fool I 

Where learned ye this afifected sullenness 1 

You are ever growling. Do you never bite i 

LYCIAS, 

I have no cause* 

CHREMES* 

Fool, knave ! Are these no cause f 

LYCIAS. 

None. Do your words pinch, maim, or wound me 9 Say, 
I call you idiot — brainless boy — puffed beggar. 
Do these words leave their marks upon ye 1 Ha ! 

. , {Ghremes strikes him,) 

You have done it now ! — 

(Seizes Ghremes and draws.) 
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Enter FuLVius and Mbdon. 

FULVIUS. 

Ho ! Ljcias ! how is this ) 

A dagger drawn in your lord's honse ) — ^Yile slavey 
Do you dare indulge your ruffian humours here 1 
What, Chremea, too I — 

LYOIAS. 

He struck me without cause. 

OHREMEa 

Why, faith — ^I did so. 

FULVIUS. 

I am weary of 

Your causeless jarrings, and must end them quickly* 
For you, sir, here's a quittance for your services — 
I have done with you — (Gives money.) 

GHREMBS. 

Nay, Fulvius — 'tis too much. 

FULVIUS. 

It shall he as I say — Away ! 

Ltoias (to Chremes). 
Bememher 
Ton struck mo without cause. 

FULVIUH. 

What does he mutter? — 

GHREMBS. 

I care not. 

LYOIAS. 

Tou may care ere long. (Exit Lycias.) 

FULVIUS. 

This letter 

Despatch to Baiz, to the Emperor. 

I have a herd, of clients yet to see ; . 

Chremes, attend me, we will soon dismiss them. 

And then I have a charge of grave import 

For thee, ere I proceed unto the capitoL (Exeuni.) 
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SCENE n.— NEAR THE CAPITOL, BEFORE A 

POOR INN. 



{Distaftd Music hewrd^ at vniervals.) 

EfUer MuTTUS from ihe inn. 

Munus. 
This way, sii, this way. I have now at last 
Told you my mind ; I pray yon, understand 
The course that I would have you take. 

(GisiFPUS enters from the house in a mean ga/rb ; 
his countenance pale and wasted^ his hair 
hanging neglected on his shoulders^ and his 
ujhde appearance completely changed. He 
leans against the doorway.) 

GISIPPUS. 

I pray you, do not send me forth to-night. 
I am a stranger in Rome, and even falls already^ 
I will but draw my toga o'er my head, 
And lie against your fira 

It must not be. 

GISIPPUS. 

Are you so hard % Well, Roman, 111 not press it, 
But pray you, say What festal sounds are these 
That ring through the wide cityl Whose is yon mansioni 
It is a splendid one. 

HUnus. 
Splendid indeed ? 
What else should be the abode of Titus Fulvius 1 

GISIPPUS {comng forward guicUy). 
Of Titus Fulvius I 

Munus. 
Titus Fulvius. Are you 
So long in Rome, and know not Titus Fulvius ? 

2b 
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If you would feast your eyes with the sight of a great 
man, 

Stand close ; he will come this way presently ; 

You*ll not mind fasting for three days after. 

(ExU irUo house.) 
GisiPPtrs. 

Know Fulvius 1 

I had known less of man, and more of peace, 

Had I ne*er known him. O weak, failing pride ! 

Do ye desert me now I need ye most ) 

Will you, who have upborne my soul against 

The tyranny of passion, leave me now 

To humble in my fall 1 O f or a spot 

Of green Greek turf ! a little to hide 

My woes, my memory, and my doubts together. 

Where must I wander now % The dews of night 

Fall on me, and I have no home of shelter 

To shroud me till the morn break. 

I will seek one 

But — ^what do I behold % The gate is opened, 

And — hush ! my sense, be steady for one moment — 

That's Chremes — and — By all my miseries, 

'TIS he 1 himself ! Where shall I hide me? Heavens 1 

(Knocks at the door.) 

What, ho ! within ! They came upon me this way. 

Well ! wherefore should I shun him ? Let him blush ; 

The shame's not mine 1 grew to this for him. 

Ha I should I stay ? I'll try 

If he will know me yet But I'll riot speak ; 

Ko, no. 111 merely look into his eyes, 

And 

{Fhunsh of trumpets vnthout. Enter FULVIIXS 
avd Ghrbmes, with lictors, Citizens pressiiM 
on him; GisiFPUS stands on the opposite side 
of the stage^ gazing intently on Fulvius, his 
toga dravm close around his necky so as to con- 
ceai part of his features.) 
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FIRST OITiZEN. 

My noble lord — 

SECOND OmZBN. 

My lord, I pray you, hear me — 

FULVIUS. 

Good citizens, I cannot now attend. 
Tf you will meet betimes at the capitol, 
I will to-morrow hear your grievances, 
And if their remedy lie in my power, 
Best assured you shall not feel them long. 

{He looks at GisiPPUS.) 

FIRST CITIZEN. 

Then we will meet there, Fulvius. 

FULVIUS. 

As you please, 

It shall be as I say ; believe me, friends. 

OITIZEN& 

Do you hear that 1 '^ Friends 1" Long live our noble 
PrsBtors. 

{Shmt. 'ExmrU Citizens.) 

(PuLvnis again holes at Gisippus, who lowers 
his toga a little, as he meets his eye, — ^FuLVius 
tmms carelessly away.) 

GISIPPUS. 

The eye can be as vocal as the tongue, 
And his hath told me, I am known. 

FULVIUS. 

Yo\i, to your mistress go. Bid her expect me 

Yet earlier than she looked for. (Mcit SERVANT.) 

CHREMES. 

Fulvius, 
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I spoke with Yarro on that matter now, 
He could do nothing. 

FULVlua 

Kothing ! Did he give you 
His reasons) 

OHBEB£Ba 

They were of such a kind, he said. 
As could be only trusted to yourself ; 
This letter will disclose them. 

GISIPPUS. 

Silent, yet % 

I would I were beneath the deepest wave 
Of dark Tyrrhene, to hope or doubt no more. 
There is a fate that chains me to this ground, 
A spell about my feet and on my strength, 
And I must wait the sentence of his eye. 

(FuLVius talks apa/rt toith Chbxboss.) 

OHRSMBS. 

Then as you bid me, Fulvius, I will act ; 
Though still, I fear, in vain. 

FULVIUS. 

Have I not said ? 

Away 1 if you should fail, I will myself 
Attempt him. Will you take a guard along ? 
You pass the burying ground of Afer, and 
The night is falling. 

GHREMBS. 

Kot I. I wear my guard upon me. {EzU.) 

(Fulvius motions the lictors forward. 
They approach OisiPPUS, tofto stands 
fuU in the way of FuLViUS.) 

FULVIUS (reading a Utter,) 
Yarro refuse my first request ! 



8CBNS n.] 6ISIFPUS. S73 

inRST LIGTOB. 

Stand back t 

Way for the Pnefcor ! 

GISIPPUS, 

I would speak with the Praetor. 

FIBST LIGTOB. 

Thou speak with him 1 Ha 1 ha I 

SSOOND UOTOB. 

A Greek dog bar the Prsstor's way in Home I 

FULVIU8. 

What words are these t Who's he dispates our way t 
Ho t smite him to earth — if he will not 
Give room — Back, slaye ! and know your place. 
On, LictorsI 

(A LiOTOB sMkes Gisippus aside-^they aUjfoss off) 

OISIPPUS. 

Bright Jove^ 

Art thou the sfcranger^s keeper f Let me press 

My head — and crush the thought to rest for ever. 

{ffe presses his forehead toiA h4s handSj and 
remains moHonless.) 

Gebjsmss re-^niers. 

OHBEHES. 

One thing I had f oigot. What ! gone already* 
Hoi FulviusI 

GisiPPUS {starting). 

Corse him, heavens 1 whoe'er thou art| 

Let dumbness seize thee ever for that word! 

I had just then begun to tell my soul 

That it was f also, that I had never heard 

The name, and I was dropping quietly 

Lito a duU, a thick, oblivious madness. 

That busy, meddling tongue has waked my heart 

To memory, sense, and agony again. 
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CHREMES. 

What means this? 

GISIPPUS. 

01 I see and know thee now. 

You are Chremes, the Athenian f Worthy mates I 

He is gone that way — ^Titus Fulvins, 

Did you not call him % Tou are fitted friends—- 

Two heartless, thankless, mean self-seekers — ^villains t 

OHKBMXS. 

Madman ! 

oisippus {da^ng his himda)^ 
Oh, would to heaven it were so with iba \ 

OHRBMBS. 

Who art thoul what — 

GISIPPUS. 

I am Oisippus. 

CHREMES. 

Heavens I 

GISIPPUS. 

You knew me well. 

CHREMES (aftar a pauM)* 
Though you had heen my brother, Oisippus, 
The wondrous, fearful change that has come o'er thee 
Had been enough to baffle memory, 
Even when instinctive nature helped its efforts. 
My friend 1 my countryman 1 Oould you suppose me 
That traitor to old Oreece, and pleasant Athens, 
To meet her exiled son, and the companion 
Of my school days, and pass him knowingly 
In a strange land 1 I pray you, be convinced, 
That you have wronged me. I have sought you long 
And now rejoice to find ye. By this hand, 
This hand that I am glad to grasp^-I do. 

GISIPPUS. 

X must believe you, sir — 
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And yet though I should grieve to think you ecomed me, 

I should not wonder. In this dark, false world, 

Nothing shall ever now surprise me more. 

Pray, come not near me, sir ; you are a soldier, 

And wear the arms of honour. I have, too^ 

A sword, hut long forgot the use of it ; 

I am an ahject thing — a beaten wretch. 

Furies and hell 1 O peace ! peace 1 Sleep and death ! 

OHSEMES* 

What is it moves you thusi 

GI8IPPUS. 

O cursed memory I 

Tou see me where I stand before you, Chremes. 
It was not so when you have known me better ; 
Tou can remember what I was. You know 
How sweet, how fair a light of promise, fortune 
Shed on my days of youth. You know how warmly 
My confident soul opened itself to Fulvius. 
You know, too, somewhat more than at this time 
My tongue can freely utter. Would you think 
How all that has been answered % 

OHBEMBS. 

With a truer 

And deeper gratitude than you believe. 

OISIPFUS. 

This is that gratitude — ^indeed a deep one, 
Too deep for me to find its virtue. Hear 1 
When I left Athens, 

Despised and hated by my fellow citizens, 
Yet nought repenting that which I had don^ 
/ I toiled for freedom, gained it, and set forth 
To Rome. You start 1 Was that a meanness f No ! 
True, he had wronged me; and my pride was stung by it. 
Alas ! you know not, friend, how very quietly 
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And silently that same tall fabric, pride, 
Is sapped and scattered by adversity 
Even while we deem it still unmoved, unshaken ; 
He was my friend once — and my life now, having 
Ko aim nor ol^ect. I said with myself 
'Thkt I would look once more upon the happiness 
I had raised from the wreck of mine own hopes, 
And so to death or solitude. Look hither, sir ; 
Here — ^here, I met him, here he bade his slave 
Strike me from out his path ! — ^his own high hand 
Scorned the low office^— >here his rufi&an smote me^ 
And here I stand to tell it I 

GEBBIUBS. 

Yet!— 

GISIPPUS. 

No hasty judgment ! 

Believe me, I'm not sunk so low to bear that— > 
But a strange numbness crept upon my senses, 
And left me cold and powerless. 

OHBBME& 

You 

Are over apt — (and 'tis most natural in you)— 
To fancy what you feared was real — ^Trust me. 
You are deceived to think that Fulvius knew you | 
His fortunes have indeed altered him strangelyi 
But yet he is not what you deem him. 

GISIPPUS. 

This 

Is kindly meant in you. I thank you for it^ 

But I have eyes and ears, and a heart, Ghremes, 

To see and hear and feel what passes round me. 

Even as it doth pass. Fulvius knew me well ! 

I thank you, though, that you should seek to give me 

The bliss of thinking otherwise. 
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CJ 



Gisippofl^ 

You do not go yet f 

GISIPPU& 

Wherefore should I stay 1 



Oome with me to his palace. 

GISIPPUB. 

To his palace ! 

What t Be indeed a beggar) 

CHTIKMR8. 

Heie me, Gisippos. 

GISIPPOS. 

Ton are the only man that knows of this ; 
» How if yon should betray me now, and publish 
My shame unto the world 1 You are like to do it» 
I have known liars with as clear a brow 
Ajb that. And if you should, by the just Gods, 
£ would not rest^ sleep, wink, till I had torn 
Your heart out and destroyed—— But you*ll not do it ; 
You know me better. If you'd have me honour you, 
You will not speak of this to your general. 
Farewell 1 I'll meet ye soon again ! 

CHREMBS. 

My friend ! 

GISIPPCJS 

No friend ! I charge ye ; call me brother Greek, 
But friend ! No, no, friendship and I have found 
Each other out, shook hands, and parted quietly. 

(Eidt GisiPPUS.) 

OBKBMEa* 

He's gone ! poor Gisippus ! how worn, how changed I 
Here is an humbler for the pride of Fulvius. 
But may not some device be yet invented 
To reconcile l^e friends once more ? 
As I proceed, 'tis worth the plotting. 
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SCENE III.— A BURYING GROUND— NIGHT. 



Gisippus (discovered). 

GISIPPUS. 

This is his court ; 

Here does he hold his reign of stirless fear, 

Silence his throne — his robe of majesty, 

The hue of gathering darkness. Here, his minister, 

The night-bird, screams, and the hoarse raven iterates 

His warning from the left. Diseases flit 

like spectres through the gloom, clothed in damp iQist 

And tainted night-air — yet the grim slayer 

Will send no kindly shaft to me. 

{Se leans an a Umib,) 
Will the dead 

Afford me what the living have denied — 
Best for my weary limbs, and shelter % Here 
At least I shall And quiet, if not ease, 
And host who do not grudge their entertaining, 
Even though the guest be misery. Colder hearts 
Than those which rest within this sepulchre 
Fve left in all the health of lusty life 
Informing bosoms harder than its marble. 
Then I will be your guest, ye silent dead ; 
Would I could say, your fellow slumberer ! 

{He enters the tomb, Chrembs wrapped in 
his mantle passes over the stage dogged 
by Lyoias. a clashing of swords is 
heard vdthout,) 

OHREMES. 

What ho ! help ! murder ! villain ! (JFiO^in.) 

LYCIAS (within). 
Do you feel me now 1 
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OHREMBS (wUhin), 
Too deeply. 

LTCtAS (wUkin). 
There's a quittance for ye. 

(OlSiFPUS re-eniers from the iomb, draws, 
and rushes off—^EBXMSS staggers in^ 
wounded. He fails near the tomb.) 

GHRXMBS. 

Ah I Yillain I He has cut me to the veins, 
Bevengeful viUain I Oh ! 

Be-enter Oibifpus, Am award drawn, 

aisippus. 
The ruffian has escaped. What luckless wretch, 
Has thus been made his victim % Tou great Gods I 
Chremes I 

CHRKMES. 

Whoe'er thou art, I pray you give 
These scrolls to — ^to— — -(Dies.) 

OISIPFUS. 

This is thy justice^ Death I 
I who would greet thee with a lover^s welcome, 
And kiss thy shaft, have wooed its point in vain ; 
This wretch, whose hope was green, thou seekest ua 

called. 
Relentless destinies ! Am I become 
Such an abomination in your sight 
To love me is perdition % Where— oh, where 
Is my offence 1 But there may yet be hope, 
Breathless and cold ! My last friend, fare ye well ! 

(Voices within — " This way I this wag f") 

They come. Is it not now within my reach 1 
I have it I It shall be so ! (He stains his hands 

and sword vnth the blood of Chremes, 
^715 forward^ kneeling over the body,) 
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Enier Citizens, toiA torches^ Ac, 

FIRST CITIZ£N. 

This way the sounds proceeded. Did you send 
To warn the Prastor's guard ) 

SECOND CITIZEN, 

Tonder they are ! 

Enter Medon and guard. 

HEDON. 

^is as I feared. Ghremes ! unhappy countryman I 
Who has done this 1 

FIRST CITIZEN. 

Do you not mark that man 

With bloody hands who kneels beside the body t 

He is the murderer. 

MEDON. 

Speak ! if thou art he — 

GonfesSi it will be useless to deny it— ^ 

Confess 

GISIPFUS. 

Why, what confession do you need t 
I am here before you, in my hand a sword 
Unsheathed, his blood upon that sword — ^yet warm 
From the divided breast. What would ye more t 
Can words declare more) 

MEDON. 

Guards, away with him I 

Away with him to the Praetor! Tet one word*- ^ 

What moved ye to this act) 

GISIPPUS. 

I had my reasons. 

MEDON. 

Take him away. 

GISIPPUS. 
Now I have made it sure. 
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What doet thou My t 

I say, that I rejoice 

In tluit whidi I have doae. DoaayoaUatl 

MSDOK. 

Away with him ! {RegimL) 

EHD OV TEE FOUBTH AOT. 



ACT V. 

SCENE L— THE PALACE OP PULVIUa 



EfUer FuLVius and Sophronia. 

FULVIUS. 

Ay, I have heard enough. Why should I tax 
Your l»other with this base and coward act^ 
That am myself more base in my neglect 
Than he in his revenge f Poor Gisippus ! 
Banished from Athens, sold to slavery ! 
And now a wanderer without home or name^ 
Perhaps the tool of some low taskmaster, 
Or the cold inmate of a nameless grave. 

SOPHRONIA. 

Yet, Fulvius. 

FULVIUS. 

Hal how say youl 

SOPHRONIA. 

Do not turn 

Thus sullenly away, nor yet look on me 
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With that regard of cold reproach. I knew 
No more than thou of this unhappy chancei 
And mourn it full as deeply, 

FULViua 
They were all 
Tour friends who did thus. 

SOPHRONIA. 

And is that my crime 1 

FULVIUS. 

I would give all again that I have gained — 
My present joy — the memory of my past, 
And all my hope of future happiness, 
To stand heneath the roof that shelters him, 
And know my gratitude not wholly fruitless. 
Oh I I am torn with vain regrets I 

SOPHRONIA. 

For my sake, 

Speak not of this to Medon. What is past 
His ruin could not better. If you love me 
You will not 

FULVIUS. 

If I love ye I Do you make 

A doubt of that, now 1 — If I loved you not 

I had been now at peace with my own hearti 

I had not brought a stain upon my soul 

That no repentant sorrowing can whiten. 

Had I not loved thee better than fair virtue 

I might be now an honourable friend, 

And those quick rushing memories that crowd 

Upon my heart in thick and painful throbbings 

Might shadow it with that calm, peaceful influence 

Of gratitude discharged, and friendship cherished, 

Which makes remembrance sweeter than esjoymenti 

I've loved ye but too well 1 
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EfUer NoRBAN. 

NORBiN. 

My lord — ^the murderer 

Of Chremes bade me give these scrolls tinto yoOi 

The dying man bad placed them in bis hands. 

F17LVIUS, 

Have yon spoke with him then 1 

NORBAN. 

By your command, 

I went into his dungeon at the sunrise. 

I found him waking then. His wasted form 

Lengthened out in the dust — one shrivelled hand 

Beneath his head, the other with lank fingers 

Parting the matted hair upon his brow, 

To take the greeting of the early light 

Upon its sickly swarth — ^his eyes were fixed 

On nothing visible, a dead, dull light 

Was in them, the cold louring of despair; 

His whitened lips were parted, and his teeth 

Set fast in fear or agony. I spoke — 

My words dropped harmless on his ear. I sought 

By kindness to attract his note, and placed 

Before him food and wine — ^he pushed them from him^ 

Then looked into my face, shrunk back — and hid 

His own within the foldings of his garment 

FULVius {fmning over the scroUs). 

Ay, here is Yarro's answer. Had it come 
But one hour sooner, I had saved a friend by it. 
And here^— ha I 

NOBBAN* 

Madam, mark my lord ! 

SOPHRONIA. 

What, Fulvius! 
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FULVIUS. 

Joy ! triumph ! rapture ! He's in Rome — Away ! 
Fly I seek him — all ! The man who finds him first 
Shall be a Ghxl to Fulvius, 

SOPHRONIA. 

Whom* 

ruLVius. 
Oisippus ! 

My old friend is in Some. ye kind Gk>ds, 
My heart is gushing towards ye 1 

MEDON {wUhaiU). 
Fulvius ! 
What, Fulvius ! 

Enter Mbdon rapidh/, a sword drawn and Uoody^ 

in his hand. 

MBDON. 



FULVIUS. 
MBDOy. 



He is innocent I 

Whol 

The Greek. 

rULVius. 

How say yel Are your waking senses liars 1 
What weapon's that f 

MBDON. 

The sword of the innocent man, 
Whom even now they lead to execution. 
It came thus stained in his defence of Ghremes, 
Not in his murder — ^Lycias, your f reedmaui 
He has confessed the deed. 

FULVIUS {taking the sioard). 
Ha! Gods! p 

MBDON. ^V 

Away! 
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Will you see a second murder t They are slaying him I 
It is an hour since he was taken forth. 

VULYIV&* 

Fly, Medon, with my warrant, and release him. 
Haste 1 haste ! {ExU Medon.) 

'Tis strange ! Some poor life- weary wretch 
Who hoped unwisely in his youth — and droops 
To find his dreams but dreams. 

NORBAN. 

I fear, my lord, 
They are too late. 

FULVIUS. 

I would not have it so, 

For more (Looks on ihestoord, examines it dosely and 

rapidly — recognises it, and remains fixed in 

horror.) 

80PHR0NIA. 

My lord ! Ton terrify me, Fulvius I 
Speak — speak 1 

Enter Maoro. 
The murderer of Chromes— 

FULVIUS. 

Liar ! 

Ho ! smite him dumb, some one I My hand is powerless^ 

My limbs are cold and numb ! 

SOPBRONIA* 
My lord ! my love 1 

MACRO. 
His last request. 

FULvnrs. 
Tis in thine eye and lip, 
Thou comest to tell me Pm a murderer, 
The murderer of my friend — and if thou dost, 
The word shall choke thy life. (Seizes^him.) 

2c 
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Croak out thy nerws I 
Raven ! if they must tell of death'^r, peace I 
Giv't not in words. — Look me a hope ! He lives 1 
He does ! he does ! Tou've looked me into strength 
again I 
(FuLVins rudies oiOSoTBRomkf &g. foUaw.) 



SCENE n— THE PLACE OF EXECUTION, GI- 
SIPPUS STANDING IN CHAINS— DECIUS, 
GUARDS, &c 

DEonis. 
Remove his chains. 

GISIPPUS. 
Let it be ever diiMh— 
The generous fltiU be poor — the niggacd thrive — 
Fortune still pave the ingrate's path with gold, 
Death dog the innocent stiUr^-^p^iad surely those 
Who now uplift their streaming eyes and murmur 
Against oppressive fate, will own its justice. 
Invisible Ruler 1 should man meet thy trials 
With silent and lethargic sufferance, 
Or lift his hands and ask heaven for a reason t 
Our hearts must speak — ^the sting, the whip is on them ; 
We rush in madness forth to tear away 
The veil that blinds us to the cause. In vain 1 
The hand of that Eternal Providence 
Still holds it there, umnoved, impenetrable ; 
We can but pause, and turn away sgjftin 
To mourn — to wonder and endure. 

PBOIUS. 

My duty 

Compels me to disturb ye, prisoner. 

GISHPF17& 

I am glad you do so, for my thonghts were growing 
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Somewhat unfriendly to me. — ^World, fctrewell ; 

And thou, whose image never left thifli b^Qarti 

Sweet vision of my memory, {are thee well. 

Pray, walk this way. 

This Fulvius, your young Prsetor, by whose sentenca 

My life stands forfeit, has the reputation 

Of a good man amongst ye 1 

PSOIUfi. 

Better breathes not. 

OISIPPUS 
A just man, and a grateful One who thinks 
Upon his friends sometimes ; a liberal man, 
Whose wealth is not for his own use ; a kind man 
To his clients and his household 1 

DBGIUS. 

He is all this. 

GISIPPUS. 

A gallant soldier too t 

DBOIUS. 

I've witnessed that 

In many a desperate fight. 

GISIPPUB. 

In short, there lives not 

A man of fairer fame in Rome 1 

DEOIUS. 

Kor out of it 

OXSIPFUB. 

Good. Look on me now, look upon my face ; 
I am a villain, am I not f — nay, speak 1 

D£CIU0. 

You are found a murderer. 

aiBXPPue. 

A coward murderer ; 

A secret, sudden stabber. 'Tis not possible 
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That you can find a blacker, fouler character, 
Than this of mine f 

DKCirs. 
The Gods must judge your guilt. 
But it is such as man should shudder at. 

GISIPPUS. 

This is a wise world, too, friend, is it not 1 
Men have eyes, ears, and (sometimes) judgment. 
Have they not) 

DSCIUS. 

They are not all fools. 

GISIPPUS. 

Ha ! ha ! 

DECIUS. 

You laugh I 

GISIPPUS. 

A thought 

l^ot worth your notice, sir. You have those scrolls 

I bade you give the Pr»tor 1 Was't not you 1 

DEOIUS. 

I think they are now within the Prsstpr's hands ; 
His page it was to whom you gave them. 

GISIPPUS. 

Ha! 

Lead me on quickly, then. Did I not say 

He should not see them till my death was past 1 

Not while a quivering pulse beat in my frame, 

That could awake one hope of restoration) 

What 1 shall he say I quailed and sought his mercy t 

A wavering suicide 1 — and drag me back 

To life and shame ! Fool ! Idiot ! But haste on, 

I will not be prevented. 

FULVIUS (wUhin). 
Give me way 1 
Way I way I — ^hold! hold! 
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GISIPPU8. 
Shall I be cheated thus 1 
Your duty, officeis ! 

DBOIUB. 

Peace ! 'tie the Pradtor. 

GISIPPUS. 

Let me not be disturbed ia my last momenta, 
The law of Rome is merciful in that. 

(FuLVius rushes in, and remains on one side 
of the stage, greatly agitated, hts toga ele- 
voted in one hand, so as to shut out all the 
other cJuiradirs from his view.) 

FULVIUS. 

I dare not look ! All silent ! This is terrible. 
I dare not ask I The hue of death is round me. 
In mercy, speak ! Is't over ) Am I late 1 

GISIPPUS. 

I would ye were. 

FULVIUS (clasping ?Us hands), 

I thank ye, Gods^ my soul 

Is bloodless yet. I am no murderer. 

Friend ! Gisippus ! 

GISIPPUS. 

no, you are in error, sir. 

FULVIUS. 

By all the Gods {approaching him.) 

GiSIPPUS. 

Hold back ! or J will spurn ye, 

By all the Gods, proud Roman, it is false— 

ril not be mocked again. 

FULVIUS. 

Is this a mockery) 

Look, Romans, on this man Gisippus ! 
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Look on him — Oh, that pale, that wasted face ! 
To him I owe all tiiat you know me master of! 
Life, puhlic honour, and domestic happiness I 
Here in this thronged area Fulvius kneels 
Before his benefactor — in that attitude 
Prouder than when he took his place among 
The judges of your capitol. 

GISIPPUS. 
A PrsBtor 

Kneels at my feci — Look upon him, Bomans ! 
Hear this, ye purpled ones, and hide your heads I 
Behold, how mean the gilded ingrate shows 
Beside the honest poverty he scorned — 
Start from the earth, man, and be more yourself ; 
Arch the sharp brow, curl the hard lip, and look 
The heartless thing ye are I Court not opinion 
By this mean mockery. 

DBOius {to Fulvius). 
Bise, my lord 1 

(Fulvius rises dejectedly, and motions with his^ 
hand. The stage is cleared of all but GiSiPPUS 
ami FuiiYius.) 

FULVIUS. 

Oisippus, 

Are you oontent yet 1 I have knelt to you. 

Not in the meanness of a crouching spirit, 

But dragged down by the deadening self-reproach 

That wintered in within my soul. But now 

I'ye borne an insult in the streets of Borne, 

Which is unto the honourable mind . 

What death is to the coward. Now I stand 

Erect, and challenge ye to name the siu 

Which this endurance may not satisfy. 

GISIPPUS (jpausing in surprise). 

You speak this well — sir, — faith, 'tis very well ; 
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Oertain, I am wrong. You have done nought you 

have done ; 
Nor is this air I breathe, sir — ^nor this soil 
Firm earth on which we stand. Nor is my heart 
A throbbing fire within me, now — no — ^no, 
Nor this hot head an ^tna. Ha I Farewell 1 
Nothing of this is so. I am very wrong. {Going oiU.) 

ITTLVIUS. 
Yet hold— 

OISIPFITS (bwrsHng intofwry). 

What; haughty ingrate \ Feel I not 

The fasces of your satellites yet on m0 1 

Hold back 1 cross — touch me, stay me, speak again^ 

And by the eternal light that saw my shame 

ril gripe that lying tlbjroat until I choke 

The blackening peijury within 1 O sin ! 

shame I O world ! Tm now a weak, poor wretch— » 

Smote down to very manhood. Judgment lost, 

Pve flung the reins loose to my human spirit, 

And that's a wild one 1 Bouse it, and ye pluck 

The beard of the lion. Gisippus, that was 

The lord of his most fiery impulses, 

Is now a child to trial. High philosophy, 

With its fine influences, has fled his nature ; 

And all the mastery of mind is lost. 

FULTIUB. 
Yet would you hear ) 

GISIPPUS. 

Could I chain up my heart. 

That bounds unbridled now — ^and force my sense 

To drink your words, it were in vain. 

That heart has grown incapable of all gentleness. 

And hard to every natural affection : 

Ye may as well go talk the warm red blood 
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Oat of that column. Pray, begone — ye vex me ! 

{Going oui.) 

FULVIUS. 

You shall not go. Giirse me, — but speak not thus ! 

Will nothing 

Move ye to hear me 1 

OlSIPPUg. 

Nothing. Gould you conjure 

The memory of my wrongs away, and leave me 

Ko other cause for being what I am, 

Than that I am so, -nothing yet could change me. 

Psha ! Death ! Why dp I dally thus 1— Away, 

See me no more ! No more 1 

Away ! Farewell I 

{Turning; and hnrsiing away, he looks off the 
stage, starts and remains motionless.) 

FULVIUS. 

Ha I Sophronia comes 1 It stirs him. 

GISIPPUS. 

My dreams have been of this ! My sleep has been 
Fear haunted, till this vision came to quiet it, 
And then my soul knew peace 1 O ye have been 
My memory's nightly visitant. 

.FuLVius {devoting his hand to Sophronia loithin). 

Hush 1 softly ! 

GISIPPUS. 

Beautiful phantom of my faded hope 1 

How many thousand, thousand scenes of joy. 

Not rudely dragged from rest, 

But quietly aws^ened into light* 

By the soft magic of that wizard glance 

Kiee on my soul, as from the dead 1 

FULVIU& 

Sophronia 1 
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Enier Sophronia. 

SOPHRONIA. 

I am here to seek ye. They have told me, Fulvius • 

Ha ! Gisippus ! (Beaching him her hand,) 

GISIPPUS. 

Hush I peace, sweet woman ! All 

Is softening o'er my woupded h^eart again. 

Sophronia, I am glad you do not scori; me ; 

There is a reconciling influence 

Ahout ye, in your eyes, air, speech — a stilling spell, 

The wronged, hearb cannot strive against. 

FULVius; 
Gisippus, 
Would you prove that 1 ' 

(Gisippus, toith his eyes still fixed on Sophronia, 
reaches his hand back to Fulvius, who wrings 
it ferventtjf between his.) 

gisippus. 
Tie not impossible, Fulvius. 

SOPHRONIA (dra/umg him to Fulvius). 

Then, for my sake,* Gisippus. 

GISIPPUS. 

All for thee I {Embracing Fulvius.) 



THE END. 
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The Canary Bird; the Firefly; the Chapel of Wolf sbnhl; 

and Titus and his Family. 



STANDARD WORKS, HISTORT, AlffUSBMBNT, ETO. 3 

At 6€L Each— eonttnuedL 

Gerald Gbiffin, Works by — (IGmo, doth, giU edges) : — 

The Kelp Gatherer; a Tale. 

The Day of Trial. 

— — The Voluptuary Cured. 

The Young Milesian. 

The Beautiful Queen of Leix. 

The Story of Psyche. 



Altar at Woodbank ; a Tale of Holy Eucharist. By Mrs. 
Agnew. Boyal 16mo, cloth, limp. 

Art MacMurrogh, Memoir and Life. 18mo, wrapper. 

Art Maguire ; or, the Broken Pledge. „ 

Captive Mother ; a Tale of Confirmation. By Mrs. Agnew. 
Boyal 16mo, cloth, limp. , 

Davis's Literary and Historical Essays. 18mo, wrapper. 

Eve of St. Michael ; a Tale of Penance. By Mrs. AgAew. 
Boyal 16mo, cloth, limp. 

Emily Sunderland ; a Tale of Matrimony. Ryl. 16mo, cL, limp. 

Faversham Grange; or, the Daughter of the Piscatori. 
Post 8vo, clotiL 

From Sunrise to Sunrise ; or, Christmas in the Olden Time. 
Post 8vo, cloth. 

Fun — Humour — ^Laughter — ^to while away an hour on a 
Journey. 

Gerald Griffin. His life and Poems. By John Power. 

Heir of Bochdale ; a Tale of Baptism. By Mrs. Agnew. 
Royal 16mo, cloth, limp. 

Historical Notes on the Services of the Irish Officers in the 
French Army. 

History of the Irish Volunteers, 1782i 18mo^ wrapper. 

History of the ** Protestant" Reformation. By Cobbett. 
Post 8vo, wrapper. 

Hail Mary; or, the Beauties of the Angelical Salutation. 
16mo, cloth, gilt. 

Into the Sunlight. Post 8vo, doth. 

Irish Franciscans (Memoir of). By J. F. 0*Donnell. 18mo, wpr. 

Knight of Clyffe Abbey ; a Tale of Extreme Unction. By 
Mrs. Agnew. 

Lalla Rookh. By Thomas Moore. 18mo, cloth, gilt edgea 



4 JAMES DITFFY AND CO.'s CATALOGUE OF 

At 6d. Bach— coTi^tnued. 

Lady of the lAke. By Sir Walter Scott. ByL 32mo, oloth« 
gilt edges. 

Life of O'ConnelL By Canon O'Bourke. 18mo, wrapper. 

Life and Times of Hugh O'NeilL By John MitoheL 
18mo, wrapper. 

Life of the Venerable Joan of Arc. Imp. 32mo, cloth, limp. 

May Eve ; or, the Lost Sheep restored to the Fold. 16mo, 
cloth, gilt. 

Afary Anne O'Halloran. 16mo, cloth, gilt edges. 

Mangan's Essays, in Prose and Verse. 18mo, wrapper. 

„ German Anthology. 2 vols., wrapper, each 6d. 

Memoir of Cardinal M'Cabe, Archbishop of Dublin. 

Moore's Irish Melodies. Boyal 32mo, gilt edges. 

National -Ballads, Songs, and Poems. By Thomas Davis. 
ISmo, wrapper. 

(VConnell's Memoir on Ireland, Native and Saxon. 18mo^ wpr 

On the Snow Clad Heights. Post 8vo, doth. 

Paddy Blake's Sojourn among the Soupers. Wrapper. 

Paddy Go Easy and His Wife Nancy. 18mo, wrapper. 

Penalty of a Crime. Post 8vo, cloth. 

Priest of Northumbria ; a Tale of Holy Orders. Mrs. Agnew. 
Royal 16mo, doth, limp. 

Body the Rover. 18mo, wrapper. 

Redmond Count O'Hanlon. 18mo, wrapper. 

Thomasine's Poems. 18mo, wrapper. 

The White Hen ; an Irish Fairy Tale. 16mo, d., gilt edges. 

The Queen of Italy. 16mo, doth, gilt edges. 

The Golden Pheasant. „ 

The Dying Woodcutter. 

The Danger of Ignorance. 

The Poor Scholar ; and other Tales. By William Carleton. 
18mo, wrapper. \ 

The Red Well ; and other Tales. 18mo, wrapper. 

The Book of Irish Ballads. By Denis Florence MacCarthy. 
18mo, wrapper. 

The Ballad Poetry of Ireland. By C. G. DuSfy, 42nd Ed. 
18mo, wrapper. 

^Craits and Stories of the Irish Peasantry. By W. Carleton. 
18mo, wrapper. 






STANDARD WORKS, HISTORY, AMUSEMENT, ETC. 6 

At 6d. "Eiaxih—contintied, 

The Songs of Ireland. By Michael J. Barry. 18mo, wpr. 

The Spirit of the Nation. New and Revised £d. 18mo, wpr. 

Valentine Redmond ; or, the Gross of the Forest. 16mo, cL 

Voyage Autoor de ma Ohambre. By Oonnt X. de Maestre. 
ISmo, wrapper. 

Wonderful Doctor (The). An Easter Tale. Post Syo, doth* 

At la 

A Memoir on Ireland. By the late Daniel 0*0001011, M.P. 
18mo, doth. 

Adventures of Mr. Moses Finegan, an Irish Pervert. ISmo, d. 

Antonio ; or, the Orphan of Florence. Cloth, gilt edges. 

All for Prince Charlie. By Miss E. M. Stewart. Sq. 16mo, 
doth, gilt edges. 

Art MacMurrogh. By Thomas D'Arcy M'Gee. ISmo, doth. 

Ballad Poetry of Ireland. By Sir Charles Gavan Dnf^. 
ISmo, cloth. 

Book of Irish Ballads. By Denis F. McCarthy, M.R.I.A. 
ISmo, cloth. 

Bird's Eye View of Irish History. By Sir Charles G. BuSy, 
Wrapper. 

Cableton, Works by — (18mo, doth) : 

Paddy Go Easy and his Wife Nancy. 

Redmond Count O'Hanlon. 

4^ Maguire ; or, the Broken Pledge. 

-^ — Rody the Rover ; or, the Ribbonman. 

The Poor Scholar ; and other Tales. 

TheRedWelL Party Fight. 

Traits and Stories of the Irish Peasantry. 



Cobbett'a History of the « Protestant " Reformation. Post 
8vo, cloth. 

Daughter of Tyrconnell (The). By Mrs. Sadlier. Sq. 16mo, 
cloth, gilt edges. 

Dillon's Historical Notes. 18mo, cloth. 

Essay on the Antiquity and Constitution of Parliaments in 
Ireland. By H. J. Monck Mason. 18mo, doth. 



JAMBS DUFFT AND CO/S CATALOGUE OF 



At la ^ach-«nUimted. 

Extraordinary Adveatores of a Watch. Square 16mo, cloth. 

Fraadsoan Monaateries. By Rev. C. P. Meehan. Ptd. Cover. 

Fate of Father Sheehy (The). Cap. 8vo, cloth. 

Fraderio ; or, the Hermit of Mount AUas. Cloth, gilt edges. 

Fridolin and Dietrich. By Canon Schmid. Gap. 8vo, doth. 

Floreatine ; or. Unexpected Joy. Sq. 16mo, oloth, gilt. 

Ferdinand ; or, the Triumph of Filial Love. By ¥r, Charles. 
Sq. 16mo, doth. 

Qenevieye of Brabant. By Canon Schmid. Sq. 16mo, cL, gilt. 

Geraldines (The). By Rev. C. P. Meehan. 18mo, oloth. 

Glerald Marsdale ; or, the Out-Quarters of St. Andrew. 8vo, oL 

Ghnffin (Gerald). Life and Works. 10 vols., pictorial cover. 
(See last in 6d. Series). 

Gk)14en Pheasant, and other Tales. Sq. 16mo, cloth, gilt. 

Great Day (The) ; or, Means of Perseverance after First Com- 
munion. By Mrs. J. Sadlier. Cap. 8vo, cloth. 

History of Ireland. By J. O'Neill Daunt, Esq. 18mo^ doth. 

Ireland Since the Union. By J. O'Neill Daunt. 18mo, doth. 

Irish Songs (Ten), Set to Music by Professor Glover. 4to, wpr. 

Kdp Gatherer, Day of Trial, Voluptuary Cured. Cloth, 
gilt edges. 

life and Scenery in MissourL By a Missionary Priest. 
18mo, doth. 

Life of John Mitchel. By P. A. S. 18mo, cloth. 

Life and Letters of John Martin. By the Author of Life of 
John MitcheL 18mo, doth. 

Idfe of Thomas Moore. By James Burke, Esq. 18mo, doth. 

life of Hugh O'NeilL By John MitcheL 18mo, doth. 

Lost C^enevieve. By CeoUia Mary CaddelL Sq. 16mo, cloth. 

Leo ; or, the Choice of a Friend. Sq. 16mo, doth, gilt edges. 

Literary and Historical Essays. By Thomas Davis. 18mo, oL 

Little Wanderers. By Miss E. M Stewart. Post 8vo, 
cloth, limp. . 

Moore's Irish Melodies and National Airs. 18mo, cfoth. 

BfacNevin— The History of the Irish Volunteers of 1782. 
iSmo, oloth. 

Madden (Dr.), Literary Remains of the United Irishmen, 
1708. 18mo, cloth. 

Martha ; or, the Hospital Sister. Sq. 16mo, doth, gilt edges. 



STANDARD WORKS, HISTORY, AMUSEMENT, ETC. 7 

At Is. Sjach — continuecL 

Memories of the Irish I'ranoiscans. By J. F. O'DoxmeU. 
ISmo, cloth. 

Mary Anne O'Halloran, White Hen, etc. Cloth, gilt edges. 
8q. 16mo. 

Mangan (J. C.) German Anthology. 2 vols.. Is. each. 
ISmo, cloth. 

Mangan (J. G.) Essays in Prose and Verse. ISmo, cloth. 

Ifational Ballads. By Thomas Davis, M.R.I.A. ISmo, cloth. 

If ettlethorpe ; or, the London Miser. By Brother James. Sq. 
19mo, doth. 

Old Marquise (An). By Yin. Vincent. 18mo, cloth. ' 

Rise and Fall of the Irish Nation. By Sir Jonah Barrington. 
Svo, hoards. 

Bory of the Hills, a Tale of Irish Life. Post Svo, boards. 

Rosary (The) of Pearl, and Six other Tales. By Miss 
£. M. Stewart. Sq. 16mo, cloth. 

Songs of Ireland. By Michael J. Barry, Esq., KL. 18mo, cl. 

Spirit of the Nation. New and Revised Edition. 18mo, cL 

Speeches of The Rt. Hon. Edmund Burke. Gr. Svo, ptd. cover. 

„ „ John P. Gurran. 

„ „ Henry Grattan. 

„ Daniel O'Gonnell, 2 vols. 

„ The Rt. Hon.* Lord Plunket. 

„ „ Richard Lalor SheiL 

Schmid (Ganon) — ^Tales. 19 vols. Gap. Svo, cloth, gilt edges. 
(See list in 6d. Series). 

School and Home Sons Book, Tonic Sol-fa Edition. By 
P. Goodman. Gloth. 

**Thomasine's" Poems — ^Wild Flowers from the Wayside. 
With an Introduction by Sir Gharles Gavan Duffy. 
ISmo, doth. 

The Life of O'GonnelL By V. R. John Ganon O'Rourke. 

ISmo, doth. 
The False Friend. By Brother James. Sq. 16mo, gilt edges. 
The Hamiltons ; or, Sunshine and Storm. Sq. 16mo, cloth. 
The Orange GirL By Lady G. Thynne. Sq. 16mo, doth. 
The Partners ; or, Fair and Easy goes Far in the Day. By 

Brother James. Gloth. 
IThe Shipwreck ; or, the Deserted Island. Sq. 16mo, cloth. 
The Young Grusader ; a Gatholio Tale. „ 



8 JAMBS DUFJrr AND CO.'S CATAL06T7S OF 

At Is. "Esadhr-^ontinued, 

The Solitary of Mount CarmoL Sq. IBmo, oloth, gilt edges. 

" Valentine Redmond, and other Tales. Sq. 16mo, cL, gilt edges. 

Watoh and Hope. By Miss O'Neill Dannt. Sq. idmo, 
doth, gilt edges. 

Willy Reilly and his Dear Colleen Bawn. Gr. Svo, wrapper. 

Young Milesian, Beautiful Queen of Leix, and Story of Psyche, 
^uare 16mo, doth, gilt edges. 

Foolscap 8vo Series. Cloth. 

Coaina, the Rose of the Algonquins. By Mrs. Anna H. 
Dorsey. 

Father Rowland, a North American Tale. 

Flower Basket. By Canon Schmid. 

Geoffirey of Killingworth ; or, the Grey Friar's Legacy. 

Life of St. Uolumba, or Columbkille. By Saint Adamnan. 

Old Grey Rosary. The Refuge of Sinners. By Mrs. A. H. 
Dorsey. 

Oriental Pearl ; or, the Catholic Emigrants. 

Pearl among the Virtues (The) ; or, Words of Advice to 
Christian Youth. 

Simon Kerrigan ; or, Confessions of an Apostate. 



At Is. 6cL 

All for Prince Charlie. By E. M. Stewart. 16mo, doth, gilt. 

Bird's Eye View of L:ish History. By Sir C. G. Duff^. 
Square 16mo, doth. 

Carleton's, The Evil Eye. Post 8vo. Illustrated, fancy cover. 

Caddell's (Miss) Blind Agnese. 16mo, &ncy doth, gilt. 

Flowers and Fruit. 

Miner's Daughter. 

The Virgin Mother and the CSiild DivinSb 
Fancy oloth, gilt. 

Dufiiy's Juvenile Library. 18mo. Fancy doth, gilt edges. 

Exiled from Erin; a Story of Lrish Peasant Life. ByM.E.T. 
Crown 8vo, cloth. 

Franciscan Monasteries (The Lrish). By Rev. G. P. Meehaa. 
ISmOf doth. 



„ Miner's Daughter. „ „ 



STANDARD WORKS, HISTORT, AMUSEMIENT, BTO. 9 

At la. Od. Sadh— «0fiti»tMc2. 

Fridolin and Dietnoh. By Oanon Schmid. Gap. 8to» olotlig 

gilt edges. 
Holly and Ivy for Christinas Holidays. By Anthony Byer- 

green. 16mO} doth. 
JuTenile library (The). By Brother James. 16mo, oL, gilt. 
King and the Cloister. By E. M. Stewart. l(hno, oL, gilt. 
Loretto ; or, the Choioe. By George H. Miles, Esq. Gap. 8vo» 

doth, gilt. 
Legends of the Cloister, By Miss E. H. Stewart. Post8TO,cL 
Life of CConnelL By Canon O'Ronrke. CL. extra, gilt edges. 
Light and Shade. By Rev. T. J. Potter. Cap. 8vo^ oL, gilt. 
Lights and Leaders of Lish Life. Svo, boards. 
Popular TUes; or, Deeds of Genius. By J. M. Percy. 

16mo, doth, gilt. 
BecreatiTe Beading. By the Bambler from Clare. Sewed. 
Rose of Tannenbonrg. A Moral Tale. Cap. Svo, doth. 
Rosary of Pearl (The) ; and Six other Tales. By E. M. 

Stewart. Sq. 16mo, doth, gilt edges. 
The Two "Victories ; a Catholic Tale. By Rev. T. J. Potter. 

Sq. 16mo, doth. 
Victims of the Penal Laws. By B.M. Stewart. 18mo,ol.,gilt 
Willy Bnrke ; or, the Irish Orphan in America. By Mrs. J. S. 

Sadlier. 16mo, doih, gilt. 
Williams (Richard D'Alton), Complete Poetical Works of . 

Edited by P. A. S. 18mo, doth. 

At 2s. 

Banim's, The Peep o' Day, or John Doe ; and Grohoore of 
the Bill-hook. Paper boards. 

Banim's, The Croppy; a Tale of the Lnsh Rebellion 1798. 
Paper boards. 

Cabletok, Works hy— (Post Svo, fancy cover) :— 

Valentine M'Clatchy, the Lrish Agent. 

Willy ReiUy and his Dear Colleen Bawn. 

Black Baronet. 

The Evil Eye. Cloth, plain. 



10 JAMBS DUFFY AND OO.'s CATALOGUE OF 



At Qa. ^aohr-eontintied. 

Confederation of Kilkenny. By Rev. C. P. Meehan. Imp. 

32mo, cloth. 
Gross and Shamrook. By a Missionary Priest. Post Svo, cloth. 
D'Altons of Crag (The). By Dean O'Brien. Cap. 8yo, cloth. 
Gerald Marsdale ; or, the Out-Quarters of Saint Andrew's 

Priory. By Mrs. Stanley Carey. Post 8vo, oL, gilt edges. 

Griffin (Gerald), Works by— (Cop. 8t», cloth) :— 

The Collegians. 

Card Drawing, etc 

— — Hollandtide. 

The Rivals ; and Tracy's Ambition. 

Tales of the Juryroom. 

The Duke of Monmouth. 

^— Poetical Works. 

Life of. By his Brother. 

Tales of the Five Senses, etc. 

The Invasion. 



German Anthology. By James C. Mangan. 2 vols., cloth. 

Holly and Ivy for Christmas Holidays. Cloth, gilt. 

Ireland Before the Union, including Lord CSiief Justice 
Qonmell's unpublished Diary. By W. J. Mtzpatrick, 
LL.D. Sixth £dition, with Illustrations. Crown Svo, 
fancy cover. 

Jack Hazlitt. By Dean O'Brien. Post Svo, cloth. 

Life and Death of the Most Rev. Francis Kirwan, Bishop of 
Eallala. By Rev. C. P. Meehan. Square Svo, fancy cloth. 

Little Wanderers. By Miss E. M. Stewart. Post Svo, 
doth, gilt. 

People's Martyr (The). By Miss E. M. Stewart. Post Svo, 
cloth, gilt. 

Prophet of the Ruined Abbey (The). Post Svo, cloth. 

Robber Chieftain (The). An Historical Tale of Dublin 
Castle. Boards. 

Recreative Reading for the Million. By the Rambler from 
Clare. Post Svo, cloth. 

Rise and Fall of the Irish Nation, with Black list. Svo, cL 

Rory of the Hills, a Tale of Irish Life. Post Svo, cloth. 



STANDARD WOKKS» HISTORY, AMUSBMSNT, BTC. 11 
At 2b. Sacli — cantimued, 

4 

8hemii8 Dhu ; or, the Black Pedlar of Galway. By the late 
Rev. M. Eavanagh, P.P. Post Svo, doth. 

Speeches of The Rt» Hon. PhUpot Carran. Gr. 8va doth. 

„ Henry Grattan. 

D. O'Connell, M.P. tSelect.) 2 vols. 
The Bt. Hon. Lord Plnnket. 

„ Richard Lalor SheU. 

„ Edmund Burke. 

Daniel O'Connell. Centenary Edition. 2 vols., 
paper boards. 

At 2& 6cL 

Ailey Moore. By R. P. O'Brien, D.D. ardEd. Cap.8vo,cl. 

Banim's, The Peep o' Day, or John Doe ; and Crohoore of the 
Bill-hook. Cloth, plain. 

Banim's, The Croppy; a Tale of the Irish Rebellion 1798. 
Cloth, plain. 

Black Baronet. By William Carleton. Cloth, plain. 

Evil Eye. By William Carleton. Cloth, gilt edges. 

Father Charles' Flowers from Foreign Fields. 2 vols. (each). 
Square 16mo, cloth, gilt. 

Gift of Friendship. By Brother Junes. Sg.i 16mo, fancy 
cloth, gilt edges. / 

Grey Friar's Legacy, and other Tales. Cap. 8vo, art linen, 
gilt top. 

History of the Irish Insurrection of 1798. By Edward Hay. 
New Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth. 

Jabez Murdock, Poetaster and '* Adjint." By Banna Borka. 
Post 8vo, cloth. 

Life of Blessed Margaret Mary Alacoque of the Sacred Heart. 
By Rev. Albert Bwry. Cap. 8vo, cloth. 

O'Connell's Speeches. Centenary Edition. 2 vols. Crown 
8vo, fancy cover. 

On the Snow Clad Heights, and other Tales. Cap. 8vo, art 
Unen, gilt top. 

Rector's Daughter (The). By Rev. T. J. Potter. New Ed. 

Cap. 8vo, cloth. 
Valentine M*Clutchy. By William Carleton. Cloth, plain. 
WiUyReilly. Cloth, plain. 
What will the World Say T By Rhoda E. White. Boards. 



12 JAMBS DUFFY AND CO/S CATALOGUB OF 



At 3s. 

Ballad Poetry of Ireland. By Sir Charles Gayan Duffy. 
Cloth, gilt edges. 

Banim's, The Peep o'' Day, or John Doe ; and Crohoore of 
the Bill-hook. Qoth, gilt. 

Banim's, The Croppy ; a Tale of the Irish Rebellion 178a 
aoth, gilt. 

Blakes and Flanagans (The). By Mrs. J. Sadlier. Cloth. 

Brother James' Tales. 12 Dlnstrations. Sq. 16mo, cL, gilt. 

Catholic Souvenir (The) ; or, Tales Explanatory of the Sacrar 
ments. By "Mn, Agnew. Sq. Svo, ol., bevelled, gilt edges. 

Carleton's Black Baronet ; or, the CSironioles of Ballytrain. 
Cloth, gilt. 

Carleton's Valentine M'dutohy, the Irish Agent. Post 8vo, 
doth, gilt. 

Carleton's Willy Reilly, and his dear Colleen Bawn. Post 
8vo, cloth, gilt. 

D'Altons of Crag (The). By Dean O'Brien. Cap. 8vo^ doth, 
gilt edges. 

Griffin's (Gerald) Works, per Two Shilling List. Qoth, gilt 

edges. 10 vols. 
Jadk Hazlitt. By Dean O'Brien. Post 8vo, doth, gilt edges. 
Keating's History of Ireland. By Dermod O'Connor. Cr. 

8vo, doth. 
Knocknagow; or, the Homes of Tipperary. By C. J. 

Kiokham. Post 8vo, cloth. 
Reminiscences of Rome. By Rev. E. M'Cartan, P.P. 8vo, d. 
Sister Mary's Annual. Cloth, gilt edges. 
Trial and Trust. By Canon Schmid. Post 8vo, art linen^ 

gilt top. 
Two Roads of Life. By Canon Schmid. Post 8vo, art linen, 

gilt top. 
The Poets and Poetry of Monster, with Original Music. By 

the late James Clarence Mangan. Sq. 16mo, fancy doth. 
Trust in God. By Canon Schmid. Post 8vo, cloth. 



STANDARD WORKS, HISTORY, AMUSEMENT, ETO. 13 

At 3s. 6d. 

Afley Moore. Gap. Svo, fancy doth, bevelled, gilt edges. 

Beauties of Natnre (The), and other Lectures, etc. Bjr 
J. J. O^Dea, B.A. Post 8vo, doth. 

Centenary Edition — O'Gonnell's Select Speeches. 2 vols, in 
one, cloth. 

Bavertiy's History of Ireland. Abridged. New Edition. 
12mo, half bound. / 

Mangan — ^The Poets and Poetry of Mnnster, with Original 
Music By James Clarence Mangan. Cloth, extra gilt. 

St. Martha's Home. By Miss Emily Bowes. Post 8vo, cL, gilt. 

What Will the World Say? By Khoda E. White Post 8vo, 
fancy doth. 

At 4s. 

Catholic Keepsake. By Canon Schmid. Cloth, extra gilt. 
PostSva ^ 

Franciscan Monasteries. By Rev. C. P. Meehan. Fifth 
edition. Crown 8vo, cloth, extra. 

fieleot Speeches of Daniel O'Connell, M.P. 2 vols. Crown 
8vo» green doth. 

At 4s. 6cL 

CathoUo Children's Magazine; Vols. IL, HI., IV., V., VI., 
and VIL In cloth extra, gilt edges, coloured frontis- 
piece. 4to. 

At 5s. 

Ancient History, from the Creation to Fall of Western 
Empire in a.d. 476^ With Maps and Plans. By A. J. B. 
Vuibert. Poet 8vo, cloth. 

Burke's lingard — ^History of England, abridged, 40th edition. 
672 pp. 12mo, embossed leather. 

Fate and Fortunes of the Earls of G^rone and Tyroonnell. 
By the late Bev. C- P. Meehan. l^urd Ed., demy 8vo, cl. 

History of Ireland from the Siege of Limerick to the Present 
Time. By John Mitohel. 2 vols., crown 8vo, cloth. 

Ireland under English Rule. Translated from the French of 
the Bev. Father Adolphe Perraud. 8vo, doth. 

O'Hanlon, The Poetical Works of "Lageniensis." Cr. 8vo, d. 



14 • JAMBS DUOTT AND CO.'S CATALOGUE OF 



At 6s. 

BalladB of Ireland. By Edward Hayes. 2 vols., or. 8vo, cL 
Haverty's History of Ireland. New edition. Royal 8vo» cL 
History of BaUysadare and Kilvamet. By V. R. T. 0*Rorke, 
DJ>. Svovdoth. 

At 7s. 6d. 

Battle of the Faith in Ireland. By Very Rev. Canon 

O'Rourke, PJP. Demy 8vo, doth. 
Dissertations on Irish Church History. By Rev. Matthew 

KeUy,S.J. 
Eodesiastical History of Ireland. By Rev. M. J. Brenan, 

O.SJ*. 8vo» oloth, extra. 
History of the Catholic Archbishops of Dablin since the 

Reformation. By His Eminence Cardinal Moran. VoL L 

8vo, doth. 

Cif e, Times, and Correspondence of the BS^t Rev. Dr. Doyle 
(J.K.L.), Bishop of Kildare and Leighlin. By W. J. 
Eitzpatxiok, M.RXA. New edition, 2 vols., or. ovo, d. 

Moore's Mdodies. Edited by Professor Glover. 4tOy with 
Musio. Cloth. 

At 9a 

Hayes' Ballads of Ireland. 2 vols., cr. 8vo, doth, gilt edges. 

At 10s. 

Griffin's (Grerald) Works. 10 vols.. Is. each. 

O'Reilly and ODonovan's Irish-English Dictionary. 4ta 

Songs of onr Land, the Spirit of the Nation, with Mosio. 
X^ew edition. Cloth, gilt edges. 

M'Hale (the Most Rev. John) — an, Irish Translation of the 
Holy Bibla Vol. L Genesis to Deuteronomy. 

M'Hale's First Eight Books of Homer's Iliad translated into 
Irish. 8vo. 

History of Sliga By Very feev. T. CRorke, D.D. 2 vols., 
demy 8vo, doth. 

Malone. — Chnrch History of Ireland. By Sylvester Malone, 
- ^.P., M.R.I.A\ Third edition, 2 vols., crown 8vo^ doth. 



STANDAED WORKS, HISTOBT, AMTJSEiatNT, KTO. 16 



MISCELLANEOUS LIST. 

Irish Pedigrees ; Origin and Stem of the Irish Nation. 
ByJ. CHart 2 vols. . 

4 

Dnffjr's Tales for the Young. - Cloth 

Irish Landed Grentry when Cromwefl came to 
Ireland. By John O'Hart. Demy 8vo, doth 

Lady of the Lake. In stiff printed coTer . 

Madden (Dr.), Eaater Offering. 16mo, gilt edges 

Moore's laA Melodies, with Symphonies and 
Aopompaniments, by Sir John Stevenson 
Edited by Frol Glover. Music size, moroocOj 
ettragilt ..... 



Orators of Ireland. 7 vols. Half morocco, gilt 

Halfcalf 



» 



99 



Songs of our Land, the Spirit of the Nation. 4ta 
With Music. New Edition, morocco . 

Butler's lives of the Saints. 12 vols. Crown 8vo^ 
cloth, 30s. ; Half calf . 



25fl. 
8d. 

12s. 6d. 
4d. 
8d. 



21s. 

42b. 
31s. 6d. 

218. 

868. 




JAMES DUFFY AND CO., Ltd., 

15 WELLINGTON QUAY, DUBLIN. 



James Dnfly & Co., Ltd., 15 Wellington Cluay, Dublin. 



CATHOLIC ART REPOSITORY. 

A VABIED ASSOSTMENT 

OP 

STATUARY, HOLY WATER FONTS, VASES, CRUA^ .. 

ORATORY LAMPS, WICKS, TAPERS, FLOATS, 

CHURCH CANDLES, BRASS WORK. 

PLAIN AND COLOURED MUNICH. 

STATIONS OF THE HOLY WAY OF THE CROSS, 
framed and nnframed, at prices from 10s. to £100. 

OLEOGRAPHS, XYLOGRAPHS, AND CHROMOS, 
Chiefly of Sacred Subjects. 

CRUCIFIXES, SCAPULARS, MEDALS, LACE PRINTS, 
ROSARIES, Plain and SUver Mounted. 

ALTAR CHARTS, in Sheets, Mounted and Framed. 

XMAS. CARDS, BIRTHDAY AND FEAST CARDS. 

IN MEMORIAM AND MORTUARY CARDS, 
Newest styles in great variety. Patterns sent Post Free. 



FRAGRANT INCENSE 

FOR THE USE OF THE ALTAR. 

And PfiBFABED ChABCOAL. 

8. d. 

No. 4. Fine QuaUty, in Tin Packages of lib. ... 2 6 

„ a Superior Quality, do. 1 lb. ... 4 

2. Do. do. lib. ... 6 

1. Do. do. lib. ... 7 6 

Prepared Charcoal, is. per lb. 






JAMES DUFFY AND CO., LId., 
18 Wblungton Quat, Dxtbun. 



3 2044 036 352 £ 



CONSERVED 



HARVARD CDEIiOE 
UBRARY 




